Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



uGoog[c 



3§. 
S03. 



„ J 



L)^i.z.iii™Goiwle 



uGoog[c 



.3i.z.iiuGoog[c 



uGoog[c 



uGoogIc 



SARTOR RESARTUS. 



.3i.z.iiuGoog[c 



PREPAEINO FOR PUBUCATtON, 

T. CARLYLE'S MISCELLANEOUS WORKS : 

InFoui Vo1uido,8to. 



L)^i.z.iii™Googlc 



SARTOR RESARTUS; 



LIFB AND OPINIONS 



HERR TEUFELSDROCKH. 



IN THREE BOOKS. 



LONDON ; 
SAUNDERS AND OTLEY, CONDUIT STREET, 

H.DCCG.XXXVIII. 

uji.z.iit,,Goog[c 



.ii„Goog[c 



testimoni.es of authors. 



I. HiOBBsT CtABB, Booiseij^r's Tastix. 

Tatter to BookteUer.—" The Author of Tei^feltdriekh ii 
% penon of talent ; hit work die[ilayBheTe va& there lomc 
felicity of thought and etpreeHon, coniiderable fancy and 
knowledge : but whether or not it would take witD the 

SuWic Beema doubtful For a f«u tPe^prit of that kind 
b too long ; it would have suited better a« an eeaay or 
article than as a Tolume. The Author has uo great tact ; 
his wit is frequently heavy ; and Teminda one of the 
German Baron who took to leaping on tablea, and an- 
iwered that he was learning to be lively. Is the work a 
translation ?** 

Bookseller to Editor.—" Allow me to say that such a 
writer requires only a little more tact to produce a popular 
U well as an able work. Directly on receiving your per< 
miscdon, I sent your MS. to a gentleman in the higheat 
class of men of letters, and an accomplished German 
scholar ; I now inclose you his opinion, which, you may 
rely upon it, iB a just one ; and I have too high an opinion 
of your good sense to" &c. &c.— 3/5. (pertei nog), London, 
11 tk September, 1831. 

II. Cunc or thb Son. 

" Fraser'a Magazine exhibiK the usual brilliancy, and 
also the" &c. " Sartor Betarttti is what old Dennia used 
to call * a heap of clotted nonsense,' mixed however, here 
and there, witb passages marked hy thought and striking 
poetic vigour. But what doea the writer mean by ' Ba- 
■phometic fire-baptisni?' Why cannot he lay aside hja 
pedantry, and write bo as to make himself generally intel- 
ligible ? We quote by way of curiosity a sentence from 
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the Sartor Bttarttu ; which may be lead either backwardf 
or forwturds, for it u equally intelligible either way. In- 
deed, by beginning at the tail, and bo working up to the 
heftd, we think the reader will atand the &ire«t cbante of 
getting at its meaning : ' The fire-baptized bouI, long to 
scathed and thunder- riven, here fedg it* own freedom ; 
which feeling w its Bapbometic baptism ; the citadd of it« 
whole kingdom it has thus gained bv asaaulc, and wifi 
keep inespugnahle ; outwardu from whiiJi the reni«iaing 
dominiona, not indeed without hard battering, will doubt- 
legs by degrees be conquered and pacificated,' Here IB 
a" — ■ . . . —Sun Newspaper, Itt April, ta3i- 

III. NokTH AiraaiCAH Rbvibwbb^ 

. . . . " After a careful survey of the whole ground, 
our belief is that no such persons as Fi-ofessor Tei^els- 
drnckh or Coimsellor Heuscnrecke ever, existed ; that the 
six Paper-bags, with their China-ink inscriptions and 
multifarious contents, are a mere figment of the brain ; 
that the * present Editor' is the only person who has ever 
written upon the Philosophy of Clothes ; and that the 
Sartor Retarlut is the only treatise that has yet appeared 
upon that subject: — in short, thatthe whole account of the 
origin of ^e work before us, wtiich the supposed Editor 
re1at4.'s with so much gravity, and of which we have given 
a brief abstract, is, in plain English, a hum. 

"Without troubling our readers at any great length 
with our reasons for entertaining these suspicioDS, we 
may remark, that the absence of ^1 other information on 
the subject, except what is contuned in the work, is itself 
a fact of a most significant character. The whole German 
press, as well as the particular one where the work pur- 
ports to have been printed, seems to be under the control 
of Slilltchweigen gnd Co.,— Silence and Company. If the 
Clothes- Philosophy and its author are making so great a 
sensation throughout Germany as is pretended, how hap- 
|»enB it that the only notice we nave of the ^t is contained 
in a few numbers of a monthly Magazine published at 
London? How happens it that no intelligence about ijie 
matter has come out directly to tliis country ? We pique 
ourselves here in New England upon knowing at least as 
much of what is going on in the literary way in the old 
Dutch Mother-land as oui brethren of ihe fast-anchored 
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IbIb; bid thiu far we have no tidiogn whatever of the 
■ extenrive doBe-prioted clo8»-iBeditaied volume,' vhich 
form* the aubject of this pretended CMnnmenUry. Again, 
we wonld respectfolly inquire of the ' present Editor* 
Mwn what part of the map of Germany we are to look fat 
tne city of ^inttmcAfwo,— 'Know-not-where,' at which 
^aCe the work ie Buppoeed to have been printed and the 
Antbor to have reaided. It hae been oar fortune to visit 
Kvera] portions of the German territorv, and to examine 
pretty carefully, at different times and for various pur- 
poses, maps of the whole, but we have no reconection of 
any such place. We suspect that the city of Kntne-not- 
lenere might be called, with at least as much propriety, 
Nobody-hnotot-where, and ia to be found in the kingdom 
of Nowhere. Again, the village of Entejifuhl, — ' Duck- 

Gnd,' where the supposed Author of the work ia said to 
ve passed bis youttC and that of Hintertchlag, where he 
had his education, are equally foreign to our ^ography. 
Duck-ponds enough there undoubtedly are m almost 
every village in Germany, as the traveller in that country 
knows too well to his cost, but any particular village de- 
nominated Duck-pond is to us altogether terra iiuogmta. 
The names of the personages are not less singular than 
those of the places. Who can re&ain from a smile at the 
yoking together of such a piair of appellatives as Diogenes 
Teufehdrockh? The supposed bearer of this strange 
title is represented as admitting, in hia pretended auto- 
bio^^pby, tiiat ' he had aearched to no purpose through 
all the Heralds' books in and without the German empire, 
and through all manner of Subscribers'-liata, Militia-rojli, 
and other Name-catalogues,' but had nowhere been able 
to find ' the name Teufelsdrockh, except as aiipended to 
hia own person.' We can readilv believe this, and we 
doubt very much whether any Cbristian parent would 
think of condemning a son to carry through hfe the 
burden of ao unpleasant a title. That of Counsellor 
HeuBchrecke, — Grasshopper, though not offensive, looks 
much more like a piece oiinncy work than a ' fair buaineM 
ti^insaction.' The same may be said of Blumine, — Flower- 
Go<Ue3B, the heroine of the fable, and so of the rest 

"in short, our private opinion iB,aa we have remarked, 
that the whole story of a (»rreapondence with Germany, 
' a universi^ of Nobody-knows-where, a Pro&ssor of 
Things in Genera), a Counsellor Grasshopper, a Flowet- 
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Goddeu Bhimine, luid so forth, has about u much fouil' 
daUon in truth, as the late entertaining account of Sir- 
Joha Herschei's discoveries in the moon. Fictions of this 
kind are, however, not uncommon, and ought not, pet- 
hupa, to be condemned with too much severity ; but we 
are not sure that we caa exercise the same indulgence in 
regard to tlie attempt, which seems to be made to nuBlead 
the public as to the substance of the work before ua, and 
its pretended German original. Both purport, as we have 
seen, to be upon the subject of Clothes, or dress. Ciolhat, 
their Origin and IrUbtenee, is the titie of the supposed 
German treatise of Professor Teufelsdrbckh, and the 
ratber odd name of Sartor Retartut — the Tailor 
Patched,— which the present Editor has affixed to his 

S'etended commentary, seems to look the same way. 
ut though there is a good deal of remark throughout 
the work m a haif-serious, half-comic style upon dress, it 
seems to be in reality a treatise upon the great science of 
Things in General, which Teufelsdrockh is supposed to 
have professed at the university of Nobodj^-knows- where. 
Now, without intending to adopt a too rigid standard of 
morals, we own that we doubt a little the propriety of 
offering to the public a treatise on Things in General, 
under the name and in the form of ui Essay on Dress. 
For ourselves, advanced as we unfortunatelv are in the 
journey of life, far beyond the period when dress is prac- 
tically a matter of interest, we have no hesitation in 
sayii^ that the real aubject of the work, is to us more 
attractive than the ostensible one. But this is probably 
not the case with;the mass of resders. To the younger 
portion of the community which constitutes every where 
th^ very great majority, the aubject of dress is one of 
intense and paramount importance. An author who 
treats it appeals, like the poet, to the young men and 
maidens — vtr^imlms puerUqve, — and calls upon them 
by all the motives which babitu^y operate most strongly 
upon their feelings, to buy his hook. When, after opening 
their purses for this purpose, they have carried home the 
work in triumph, expecting to find in it some particular 
iostruction in regard to the tying of their neckcloths, oi 
the cut of their corsets, and meet with nothing better 
than a dissertation on Things in General, they will,— to 
,use the mildest term— not be in very good humour. If 
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tbelut improvement! in kgiilatiim, whick we tmve inade 
in Uin ctrantry, afaauld have Tonnd their wa; to Bngluid, 
tfee'BUthor ve think would Btand some chance of oeing 
LffiKh«a- Whether hia object in this piece of tvperAerie 
be merelif pecuniary profit or whether he takes a mali- 
ckruB pleasure iu quizzing the Dandies, we Khali not 
undertake to say. In the latter part of the work, .he 
devotes a separate chapter to this clam of persons, from 
the tenour of which we should be diapoaeo to conclude, 
that be would consider any mode of dlveBting them of 
tlieir property very moch in the nature of a spoiling of 
the Egyptian e. 

" Toe only thing about the work, tending to prove that it 
is what it purports to he, a commentary on a real German 
treatiae, ia the style, which ia a sort of Babylonish dialect, 
not deititnte, it is true, of richness, vigour, and at times a 
sort of singular ieliei^ of expression, but very strongly 
tinged throuebout witn the peci^iar idiom of the German 
IlugUBge. 'mi quality in the style, however, may be a 
mere result oF a great familiarity with German Hterature, 
and we cannot, therefore, look upon it aa in itaelf decisive, 
still leas as outweighing ao much evidence of an opposite 
character."— A^ortt Ameriean Review, No. 89, October, 
1835, 

IV. Niw-Enoland Ediiobb. 

" The Editors have been induced, by the expreased 
desire of many persons, to collect the following sheets out 
of the ephemeral pamphlets* in which they first appeared, 
under the conviction that they contain in themselvea the 
aaaurance of a longer date. 

** The Editor* have no espectation that this little Work 
will have a sudden and general popularity. They will not 
undertake, as there is no need, to justify the gav costume 
in which die Author delights to dress bis thoughts, or the 
German idioms with which he has sportively sprinkled bis 
pages. It is his himiour to advance the gravest specula- 
tions upin the gravest topics in a quaint and burlesque 
style. If his masquerade offend any of his audience, to 
tlut degree that they will not hear what he has to say, 
it may chance to draw others to listen to his wis- 
dom ; and what work of imagination can hope to please 

* ■• Fnuer'a (London) Maganne, 1833-^" 
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all? But ve will veQture to remark that the disMite 
excited b; these peculiarities in some readers is greatest 
at first, and is soon foreotten ; and that the foreign dress 
and aspect of the Work are quite superficial, and cover a 
genuine Saxon heart. We believe, no hook hae been 
published for many years, written in a more giaceie style 
of idiomatic English, or which discovers an equal mastery 
over all the riches of the lai^uage. The Author makes 
ample amends for the occasional eccentricity of his eemua, 
not only by frequent bursts of pure splendour, but by the 
wit and seuse which never fail nirp, 

" But what will chiefly commend the Book to the dis- 
cerning reader is the manifest design of the work, which 
iSiaCnticism upon the Spirit of the A^,- — we bad aJmost 
sud, of the hour, in which we live ; exhibiting in the most 
just and novel light the present aspects of Religion, 
Politics, literature. Arts, and Social Life. Undei all his 
gwety the Writer has an earnest meaning, and discover* 
an insight into the manifold wants and tendencies of 
hmnan nature, which is very rare among our popular 
authors. The philanthropy and the puritv of moral sen- 
timent, which inspire tJie work, will find ttaeir way to the 
heart of every lover of virtue.''~i¥(A<'<'* (" Sartor Be- 
Morttu! Boilon, 1836, 1837. 

SONT, FuBBUNT VEL FcXaK. 
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CHAPTER I. 



FKELIHINART. 



I pment advanced state of culture, and 
how the Torch of Science haa now been hrandithed and 
borne about, with more or less effect, for five thousttnd 
yean and upwarda ; how, in these times eipecially, not 
only the Torch still bums, and perhapi more fiercdy 
than ever, but innumerable Ruah-ligbta, and Sulphur- 
matches, kindled thereat, are also glancing in every 
direction, m that not the smalleBt cranny or dogbt^'in 
Nature or Art can remain unillumiuated, — it might 
■trike the reflective mind with some surprise that 
hitherto little or nothing of a fundamental character, 
whether in the way of Philosophy or History, haa been 
written on the subject of Clothen. 

Out Theory of Gravitation is as good as perfect : 
Lagrange, it is well known, has proved that the Plane- 
tary System, on this scheme, will endure for ever; 
Laplace, still more cunningly, even guessea that it could 
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not have been made <» any odier icbeme. Wbeitby, 
at leut, OUT nautical LogbcwIcB can be better kept ; and 
water transport of all Idndahaa gro'wn more commodious. 
Of Geology and Cteognoey we know enough : what with 
the laboun of our Wemera and Huttona, what with the 
ardent genius of their disciples, it has come about that 
now, to many a Royal Society, the Creation of a World 
is little more mysterioua than the cooking of a Damp- 
ling; coDcerning which last, indeed, there have been 
minds to whom the question, Hout the Apples were got 
in, presented difficulties. Why mention our disqui- 
sitions on the Social Conttact, on the Standard of Taste. 
on the Migrations of the Heniug? Then, have we not 
a Doctrine of Rent, a Theory of Value ; Philosophies of 
Language, of History, of Pottery, of Apparitions, of 
Intoxicating liquors ? Man's whole life and environ- 
inent have been laid open and eluddat^d; scarcely a 
fi'^ment or fibre of his Soul, Body, and Possessions, but 
has been probed, dissected, distilled, desiccated, and 
scientifically decomposed: our spiritual Faculties, of 
whidi it appears there are not a few, have their Stewarts, 
Cousins, Boyer Collaids : every cellular, vascular, mu^ 
cular Tissue glories in its Lawrences, Majendies, 
Bichftts. 

How, then, comes it, may the reflective mind repeat, 
that the grand Tissue of all Tissues, the ouly real 
Tissae, should have been quite overlooked by Science, 
—the vestural 'Hssue, namely, of woollen or other cloth ; 
which Man's Soul wears as its outmost wrappage and 
overall; wherein bis whole other Tissues sie included 
and screened, his whole Faculties itork, his whole Self 
Kres, muves, and has its being 7 For i^ now and then. 
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some fltraggling brokenrwingod ^nkw has cast an owl'a 
glance into tbi> obacare t^^ion, the mott bsve loared 
over it altogether heedless ; regarding Clothes aa ft {hi>. 
party, not an accident, as quite natural and spontaneous, 
like the leavea of trees, like the plum^ of birds. In 
all speculattons they have tacitly figured man as a 
Ciolhed Animat ; whereas he is by nature a Naked 
Animal ; and only in certain circumstances, by purpose 
and device, utaaka himself in Clothes. Shakespeare 
says, we are creatures that look before and after: the 
more surprising that we do not look round a little, and 
see what is passhig under our very eyes. 

But here, as in so maay other cases, Germany, 
learned, indefatigable, deep-thinking Germany comes to 
our aid. It ia, after all, a blessing that, in these reyolu- 
' tionary times, there should be one country where ab- 
atract Thought can still take shelter ; that while the din 
and frenzy of Catholic Emancipations, and Rotten 
Boroughs, and Revolta of Paris, deafen every French 
and evoy English ear, the German can stand peaceful 
on his scientific watch-tower ; and, to the raging, strug- 
gling multitude here and elsewhere, solemnly, from hour 
to hour, with preparatory blast of cowhom, emit his 
Horetihr Herrenvnd lasset's Euch sagen; in other 
worda, tell the Univase, which so often forgets that fact, 
what o'dock it really Is. Not nnfrequently the Germuu 
have been blamed for an unprodtable diligence; as if 
they struck into devious courses, where nothing was to 
be had but the toil of a rough journey ; as if, forsaking 
the gold-miuei of Finance, and that pc^tical slaughter 
of fat oien whereby a. man himself grows fat, they were 
apt to run gooae-hOnting into regions of bilbentes and 
B 2 
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CTOwbemee, and be ftvallowed up at lait in remote peU- 
hoga. Of that unwise acience, which, u our Humorifit 
expresBea it, 

' By ^ometric lule, 
D«th l*kB tba nie of poti of lie.' 

•till more, of that altogether misdirected indiulry, which 
is aeen vlgorouil; enoi^h thraBhing mere straw, there 
caa nothing defenaive be aaid. Id bo far as the Gennana 
are chargeable with tuch, let them take the consequence. 
Nevertheless be it remarked, that even a Rnsrian 
steppe haa tumuU and gold ornament ; also many a 
scene that looks desert and rock-bound from the dis- 
tance, will unfold itself, when visited, into rare valleys. 
Nay, in any case, would Criticism erect iM only finger- 
posts and turnpikes, but spiked gates and impassable 
barriers, for the mind of man? It is written, 'Many 
shall run to and fro, and knowledge shall be increased.' 
Surely the plain rule is. Let each considerate person have 
his way, and see what it will lead to. For not this man 
and that man, but all men make up mankind, and tbeir 
united tasks the tuk of mankind. How often have we 
seen some such adrenturous, and perhaps much-censmed 
wanderer light on some outlying, neglected, yet vitally 
momentous province ; the hidden treasures of which he 
first discovered, and kept proclaiming till the general eye 
and effort were directed thither, and tiie conquest was 
completBd ; — tberaby, in fltese hia seoningly so aimlen 
rambles, planting new ataudarda, finiodiag- aew haintahie 
colonies, in the imnteasurable circumambient realm of 
Nothingness and Night ? Wise man was he who coun- 
selled that Speculation ahould have fine course, and look 
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fcwrlesrijr towards all the thirty-two ^pcmta of Q» com' 
pBW, wltitbersoever and howaoerer it lifted. 

Perhaps it le proof (^ the Btinted conditfon in which 
pure Science, especially pcre taiorat Science, languishes 
among us English ; and how our mercantile greatness, 
and inralnaUe 'ConetitutJon; impressing a political or 
atha immediately practical tendency on kll English 
culture and endeavour, cramps the free flight of Thought, 
-—that this, not Philosophy of Clothes, but recognition 
cTen that we have no such Philosophy, stands here for 
the first time published in our language. What English 
intellect could have chosen such a topic, car by chance 
Stumbled on it? But for that same unshackled, and 
Qveu sequestered condititHi of the German Learned, 
which permits 4Bd induces them to fish in all manner of 
WRters, with all manner of nets, it seems probable 
enough, ^s abitruse Inquiry might, in spite of the re- 
Bolle it leads to, have continued dormant for indefinite 
periods. The Editor of these sheets, though otherwise 
beasting himself a man of confirmed speculative habits, 
and perhaps discursive enough, is free to confess, that 
nefer, till these last mtmths, did the above very plain 
coonderationt, on our total want of a Philosophy of 
Clothes, occur to him ; and then, by quite foreign sug- 
gestion. By the arrival, namdy, of a new Book from 
Professor Teufelsdrfickh of Weissnichtwo ; treating ex- 
piea^ of this subject ; and in a style which, whether 
uiderstood or not, could not even by the blindest be 
over)o(Aed. lathe present Editor's way of thought, this 
remarkable Treatise, with its Doctrines, whether aa 
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judicially acceded to, or judidall; denied, hu Dot re- 
mained without effect. 

' Die Kleider ikr Werden und Wirken (Clothei, 
' their Origin and Influence) : von Diog. Tevfehdrockh, 
' J. U. D. etc: Stillschweigen und Cc^*^ Weistmcktao, 
' 1831 : 

' Here,* uyi the Weustdehtwo'tche Anxeiger, ' cornea 
'a Volume of that extensiTe, close-printed, cloaemedi- 
' tated sort, which, be it spoken with pride, is seen only 

* in Germany, perhaps only in Weisanichtwo. Issuing 
' from the hitherto irreproacliable Firm of Stillschweigen 
' and Company, with erery external furtherance, it ia of 

.* such internal quality as to aet Keglect at defiance.' 

* • * • 'A work,' concludea tho well nigh en- 
thusiastic Reviewer, ' interesting alike to the antiquary, 
'the historian, and the philosophic thinker ; a maater* 

* piece of boldness, lyiuc-eyed acuteness, and rugged in- 
■' dependent Germanism and Philanthropy (derben 
' Kemdeutschkeil und Mensckenliebe) ; which will not, 
' aasuredly, pasa current without opposition In high 
' places ; but must and will exalt the almost new name 

* of Teufelsdr6ckh to the first ntnka of PhOosophy, in 
' our German Temple of Honour.' 

Mindful of old friendship, the distingoiihed Profeaior, 
in this the first blaze of his fame, which however does 
not dazzle him, aendt hither a Presentation Copy of hia 
Book ; with caraplimenta and encomiums which modettj 
forbids the present Editor to rehearse ; yet without indi- 
cated wish or hope of any kind, except what may be im- 
plied in the concluding phrase : MSchte es (this remark- 
able Treatise) aitch im BrHtisehen Boden gedeihen f 
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CHAPTER II. 



If £nr a speculative muii 'wttme seedfield,' in the lub- 
lime woidfl of the Poet, ' ii Time,' no conqueit is impor- 
tant but that of new Ideas, then might the arrival of 
Professor TeufelsdrOckh's Book be marked with chalk 
in the Editor's Calendar. It is indeed an ' extensive 
Volume,' of boundless, almost formlesi contents, a very 
Sea of Thought } neither calm nor cl^ar, if you will ; yet 
wherein the toughest pearl-diver may dive to hia utmost 
depth, and return not only with sesrwreck hut with true 
orients. 

DireVtly on the first perusal, almost on the first delibe- 
rate inspection, it became apparent that here a quite new 
Bnnch of Philosophy, leading to as yet undescried 
ulterior results, was disclosed; &ither, what seemed 
scarcely less interesting, a quite new human Individn- 
ality, an almoat unexampled personal character, that, 
namely, of Professor Tenfelsdrflckh the IKscloser. Of 
both which novelties, as &r as might be possible, we re- 
solved to master the significance. But ss man la em> 
phatically a Proselytinng creature, Ua sooner was such 
mastery even fair^ attempted, than the new question 
arose: How might this acquired good be imparted to 
others, perhaps in equal need thereof; hov could the 
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Ffiilmoph; of Clothes and the Author of such Philosoph]! 
be brought home, in any measure, to the businesfl and 
boBoms of our own English nation? For if new-got 
gold is said to bum the pockets till it be cast forth into 
drcutation, much more may new Truth. 

Here, however, difficulties occurred. The first thought 
naturally was to publish Article after Article on this re- 
markable Volume, in such widely-circulating Critical 
JoumaU as the Editor might stand connected with, or by 
money or love procure access to. But, on the other hand, 
was it not clear that such matter as must here he revealed 
and treated of might endanger the circulation of any 
Journal extant? If, indeed, the whole parties of the 
State could have been abolished, Whig, Tory, and Radi- 
cal, embracing in discrepant union ; and the whole 
Journals of the Nation could have been jumbled into one 
Journal, and the Philosophy of Clothes poured forth 
in incessant torrents therefrom, the attempt had aeemed 
poaaible. But, alas, what vehicle of that sort hare we, 
except Eraser's Magatinef A vehicle all «trewed 
(figuratively speaking) with ^e maddest Waterloo- 
Crackers, exploding diBtractively and destructively, 
wheresoever the mystified passenger stands or sita ; nay, 
in any case, understood to be, of late years, a vehicle full 
to overflowing, and inexorably shut ! Besides, to state 
the Philosophy of Clothes without the Philosopher, the 
ideas of TeufelsdrOckh without something of his person- 
ality, was it not to insure both of entire mieapprehension? 
Now for Biography, had it been otherwise admissible, 
there were no adequate documents, no hope of obtaining 
such, but rather, owing to circumstances, a special de- 
■pair. Thus did the Editor see himself, for the while, 
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abut out hbm all public utterance of thete extraordinary 
Doctrineti and couitrained to revolve tbem, not without 
disquietude, in the dark depthi of bia own mind. 

So had it luted for some months; and now the 
Volume on Clothes, read and again read, was in aeveral 
points becoming lucid and lucent ; the personality of iti 
Author more and more surprising, but, in spite of all that 
memi»7 and conjecture could do, more and more enig- 
matic ; whereby tbe old disquietude seemed fast settling 
into fixed discontent, — ^when altogether unexpectedly 
arrives a Letter &om Herr Hofrath Heuschrecke, our 
FiofesBOr's chief friend and associate in Weissnichtwo, 
with whom we had not previously corresponded. Tbe 
Hofrath, after much quite extraneoiu matter, began di- 
lating largely on the ' agitation and attention' which the 
Philosophy of Clothes was exciting in its own German 
Repubhc of Letters; on the deep significance and ten- 
dency of his Friend's Volume ; and then, at length, with 
grealt circumlocution, hinted at the practicability of con- 
veying ' some knowledge of it, and of him, to England, 
and through England to the distant West:' a Work on 
Profeaaor Teufelsdrockh ' were undoubtedly welcome to 
' the Famity, the Natumal, or any other of those patriotic 
' lAbraries, at present the glory of British Literature;* 
might work revolutions in Thought; and so forth;— in 
conclusion, intimating not obscurely, that should the 
present Editor feel disposed to undertake a Biography of 
Teufelsdrockh, he, Hofrath Heuschrecke, had it in his 
power to frunish the requisite Dociunents. 

As in some chemical mixture, that haa stood long eva- 
porating, but would not crystallise, instantly when tbe 
wire ot otbn fixed subatance is introduced, crystalliBft: 
b3 
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tion comtaeucee, tad rapidly pivceeds tOl the wbole it 
Bniatied, m was it with the Editt»:'8 mind and this oBa 
of HeuBchrecke's. Fcom ro«e out of void Mtlutioii and 
dlicoiitiiiuity ; like united itself with like in definite ai- 
rangement : and Boon either in actual viaion and puMea- 
Bton, or in fixed reasonable hope, the image of the whole 
Enterpriae had shaped itielf, so to apeak, into a solid 
mass. Cautiousl; yet courageouety, through the two- 
penny post, applieation to the famed redoubtable Olitbh 
YoHKE was now made: an interview, interviewe with 
that singular mao have taken place ; with more of utur- 
ance on our aide, with less of satire (at least of open 
satire) on his, than we anticipated ; — for the rest, with 
such iesue as is now viiible. As to those same * patriotio 
Libraries,' the Hofrath's counsd could only be viewed 
with silent aniazemeut ; but with his offer of Documents 
we joyfully and almost instantaneously dosed. Thus, 
too, in the sure expectation of these, we already aee onr 
task begun; and this our Sartor Resartutt which is 
properly a * Life and Opinions of Herr TeufelsdrCckh,' 
hourly advancing. . 

Of OUT fitness for the Enterprise, to which we have such 
title and vocation, it were perhaps uninteresting to say 
more. Let the British reader study and enjoy, in eim- 
plicity of heart, what is here presented him, and with 
whatever metaphysical acumen, and talent for Medita- 
tion he is poBsetBed of. Let him strive to keep a free, 
open sense ; cleared from the mists of Prejudice, above 
all from the paralysis of Cant j and du-ected rather to the 
Book itself than to the Editor of the Book. Who or 
what such Editor may be, must remain conjectural, and 
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even inngnificant :* it is a Voice publiihingtiduigB of 
the PhiloBopby of Clothei ; undoubtedly a Spirit addien- 
ing SpiriCa : whoM hath ean let him hear. 

On one other point the Editor thinks it needful to -give 
warning : namely, that he is animated with a true 
tboug;h perhaps a feeble attachment to the Inatitutiona of 
OUT AncestoTB ; and minded to defend theae, according to 
ability, at all hazards ; nay, it waa partly with a view to 
such defence that he engaged in thia undertaking. To 
stem, or if that be impoaaible, profitably to divert the 
current of Innovation, auch aVolumeas Teufeladrdckh'e, 
if cunningly planted down, were no deapncable pile, or 
floodgate, in the Logical wear. 

For the real, be it nowiae apprehended, that any pcr- 
Bonal connexion of oura with TeufeladrCckh, Heuachrecke, 
or this FhiloBOphy of Clotbea, can pervert our judgment, 
or away ua to extenuate or exaggerate. PowerleM, we 
venture to promlae, are thoae private CompUmenta them- 
eelvea. Grateful they may well be ; m generous illu- 
aions of friendship ; as iair mementoa of b^one unions, 
of those nights and suppers of the gods, when lapped in 
the eymphonies and harmonies of Fhilosophic Eloquence, 
though with baser accompaniments, the present Editor 
revelled in that t^ast of reason, never since vouchaafed 
him in ao Aill measure ! But what then ? Amicus Plato, 
magis arnica Veritas ; Teufelsdrockh is our friend. 
Truth is our divinity. In our historical and critical ca- 
pacity, we hope, we are strangers to all the world ; have 
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feud or fovouT with no one, — oave indeed the Deri], with 
whom u with the Prince of liea and DarlmeM we do at 
all times wa^ internecine war. This aaturance, at an 
epoch when Puffery and Quackery have reached a height 
unexampled in the annals of mankind, and even English 
Editors, like Chinese Shopkeepers, must write on their 
door-linteU, No cheating here, — we thought it good to 
premise. 
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SBUINIBCBMCBB. 



To the Aathoi'a private dicle the appearitnce of thia 
angular WotIl on Clothea must hare occasiboed little 
leu surprise than it has to the rest of the worN, Fur 
ouiselres, at least, few things have been more Unex- 
pected. Professor TeufelsdrGckh, at the period of our 
acquaintance with him, seemed to lead a quite still an< 
self-contaiDed life: a man devoted to the higher Phi-\ 
loBophies, indeed : ;et more likely, if he puhlished at all, 
to publish a Refutation of H^el and Bardili, both of 
whom, strangely enough, he included under a commoa 
ban ; than to descend, as he has here done, into the 
angry noisy Forum, with an Argument that cannot but 
exasperate and divide. Not, that we can remember, was 
the Philosophy of Clothes once touched upon between 
us. If through the high, silent, meditative Trsnscenden- 
taliim of our Friend we detected any practical tendency 
whatever, it was at most Political, and towards a cer- 
tain prMpectiTe, and for the present quite speculatiTe, 
Radicalism ; as Indeed some correspondence, on his part, 
with Herr Oken of Jena was now and then suspected ; 
though his special contributions to the Isis could never 
he more than surmised at. But, at all events, nothing 
Moral, still less any thing Didactico-Religious, was looked 
for from him. 
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Well do we recollect th« last words he apoke in onr 
hearing ; which indeed, with the Night they were uttered 
io, are to be for ever remetnbered, Ldfting his huge 
tumbler of Guhguk,* snd for a moment lowering hia to- 
bacco-pipe, he stood up In ftill cofiee-hoiue (it was Zum 
GrUnen Game, the largest in Weissnichtwo, where all 
the Virtuosity, and nearly all the Intellect, of the place 
awembled of an evening) ; and there, with low, aoul- 
stirring tone, and the look truly of an angel, thougb 
whethra of a white i» of a black one might be dubious, 
proposed this toast : Die Sache der Armen in GoUet 
und Teufels Namen (The Cause of the Poor in 

Heaven's name and 'a) ! One full shout, breaking 

the leaden silence ; then a gurgle of innumerable empty* 
jng bumpers, again followed by universal cheering, re-, 
toroedhim loud acclaim. It was the finale of the night: 
resuming their pipes; in the highest enthusiasm, amid 
volumes of tobacco-smoke ; triumphant, cloudcapt with-: 
out and within, the assembly broke up, each to his 
thoughtful pillow. Biabt dock ein eckter ^ass'iatd 
Gatgen-vogel, said serer&l ; meauing thereby that, one 
day, he would probably be hanged for his donocratic 
sentiments. Wo tteekt der Schalk t added they, lookii^ 
round ; but Tenfelsdrfickh had retiTed by private alleys, 
and the C<Hnpiler of these pages beheld him no miFe. ■ . 

In Bucii scenes has it beoi our lot to live with this 
Ftulosopher, such estimate to form of his purpose^ and 
powers. And yet, thou brave TeufelsdrOckh, who could 
t^ what lurked in thee f Under those thick locks of 
thine, so long and lank, overlapping roof-wise the gravest 

■ Gukguk ii unhappily oo^ sd acadeinicBl--be«T. 
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hot we em id thii world stnr, diere dwelt » most busy 
tmoD. In thy eyea, too, deep onder tlieii ibaggy browi, 
asd loddng oat » itill and dreamy, have we not noticed 
)(leamB of an ethereal or else a diabolic fire, and half 
fiiacied that theii stillneM wu but the reat of rafinite 
motion, the steep of a^pinnhig top? Thy little figure, 
there bb id looae, ill-bruBhed, threadbare habilimenta, 
thoa aatteat, amid litter and lumber, whole daya, to 
' think and smoke tobacco,' held in it a mighty heart. 
The KcretB of man's Life were laid open to thee; thou 
sawest into the mystery of the Universe, iarther thmn 
another ; thou hadst m pello thy remarkable Volume on 
Clothea. Nay, was there not in that clear logically 
founded Transcendentalism of thine; still more, in thy 
meek, aileot, deepseated SanBcnlottiam, combined with 
a true princely Courtesy of inward nature, the visible ru- 
dimentB of such speculation ? But ^at men an too 
often unknown, or what is worse, misknown. Already, 
when we dreamed not of it, the warp of thy remarkable 
Volume lay on the loom; and silently, 'myBterioui 
■buttles were putting in the woof! 

How the Hofndt Henschrecke is to fumiih bio- 
graphical data, in tbie caae, may be a curious question ; 
the answer of which, however, ia happily not our concern, 
but his. To UB it appeared, after repeated trial, that in 
WeiBsnichtwo, from the archives or memories of the best- 
informed cIbbbcs, no Biography of TenfelsdrOckh was to 
be gathered ; not to much as a false one. He was r 
Stranger there, wafted thither by what is called the courae 
of circumstancea ; concerning whoae parentage, bitth- 
ptace, proapectB, or pursuits, CurioBity had indeed made 
inquiriea, but aatiafied herself with the most indiatinet 
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replies. For himKlf, he wu s man so itill and alto^ 
gether nnparticipatii^, tb&t to question him even a&i 
off on such puticulare wss a thing of more than usual 
delicacy : besides, ia his sly way, he had ever some quaint 
turn, not without its satirical edge, wherewith to divert 
such intrusions, and deter you from the like. Wits 
spoke of him secr^y u if he were a kind of Melchizedek, 
without iather or mother of any kind ; sometimes, with 
reference to his great historic and statistic knowledge, 
and the vivid way he had of expressing himself hlce an 
eye-witness of distant transactions and scenes, they 
called him the Ewige Jude, Everlasting, or as we say. 
Wandering Jew. 

To the most, indeed, he had become not so moch a. 
Man as a Thing ; which thing doubtless they were ac- 
customed to see, and with satisfaction ; but no more 
thought of accounting for than for the &brication of their 
daily Allgenteine Zeitung, or the domestic habits of the 
Sun. Both were there and welcome ; the world enjoyed 
what good was in them, and thought no more of the 
matter. The man TeufelsdrOckh passed and repassed, 
in his little circle, as one of those or^nals and noode- 
scnpts, more frequent in German Universities than else- 
where ; of whom, though you see them alive, and feel 
certain enough that they must have a History, no History 
seems to be discoverable ; or only such as men give of 
mountain rocks and antediluvian niins : That they have 
been created by unknown agencies, are in a state of 
gradual decay, and for the present reflect light and - 
resist pressure; that is, are visible and tangible ob- 
jects in this phantasm world, where so much other 
mystery is. 
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It was to be remftrked th&t though, hy title and i^- 
fVoBii, Professor der Allerley-Wtssenschaft, or &■ we 
bIiouM Bay in English, ' ProfeaBor of Things in GeDeral,' 
he had never delivered any Course ; perhaps never been 
incited thereto by any public furtherance oi requisition. 
To all appearance, the enlightened Government . of 
Weissnichtwo, in founding theii New Uciversity, 
imagined they had done enough, if ' in times like ours,' 
aa the half-official Program espressed it, * when all 
'things are, rapidly or slowly, resolving themselves into 

* Chaoa, a Professorship of this kind had been eatabllshed ; 

* whereby, as occasion called, the task of bodying aonie> 
' what forth again from such Chaos might be, even slightly, 
' facilitated.' That actual Lectures should be held, aikd 
Public Claasei for the ' Science of Things in General,' 
they doubtless considered premature ; on which ground 
too they had only established the .Professorship, nowise 
endowed it ; so that Teufelsdruckh, ' recommended by 
the highest Names,' had been promoted thereby to a 
Name merely. 

Gcreat, among the more enhghtened classes, was the 
admiratiou of this new Professorship : how an enlightened 
Government had seen into the Want of the Age {Zeitbe' 
durjmss) ; how at length, instead of Denial and Destruc- 
tion, we were to have a science of Affirmation and Re- 
construction ; and Germany and WeiBsnichtwo were where 
they should be, in the vanguard of the world. Conaidei- 
able also was the wonder at the new Professor, dropt 
opportunely enough into the nascent University ; so able 
to lecture, should occasion call; so ready to hold his 
peace for indefinite periods, should an enlightened Go- 
vernment consider that occasion did not call. But such 
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Bilniintion knd such wonda, being followed by no act to 
keep them living, could laat wily nine days ; uid, loug 
before onr vieit to that scene, bad quite died aw&y. The 
more cunning heads thonglit it was all an expiring clntch 
at popukirity, on the part of a Minister, whom domeattc 
embarrassments, court intrigues, old age, and dropsy 
soon afterwards finally drove from the helm. 

Aa for Tenfelidrfickb, except by his nightly appear- 
ances at the Orunen Ganse, Weisanichtwo mv little of 
him, felt little of him. Here, over his tumbler of Ouk- 
guk, he sat reading Journals; sometimes contemplatively 
looking into the clouds of his tobacco-pipe, without other 
visible employment: always, from his mild vtiya, an agree* 
able phenomenon there; more especially when he opened 
his titw for speech; on which occasions the whole Coffo^ 
home would hush itself into silence, aa if sure to hear 
Bomethii^ noteworthy. Nay, perhaps to hear a whole 
series and river of the most memorable utterances ; such 
as, when onee thawed, he would for hours indo^ in, 
with fit audience : aud the more memorable, as issuing 
from a head apparently not more interested in tbemt not 
more cmisdous of than, than is the sculptured stone 
head of some public Fountain, which through its brass 
mouth-tube emits water to the worthy and the unworthy ; 
careless whether it be for cooldng victuals or quenching 
conflagrations; indeed, maintains the same earnest - 
assiduous look, whether any water be flowing or not 

To the Editor of these sheets, as to a yom^ enthusiastie 
Englishman, however unworthy, TeufelsdrSckh opened 
himself perhaps mote than to the most. Pity only that 
we could not then half gneis his importance, and tcni- 
tiniie him with doe power of vision ! We enjoyed^ 



uGoog[c 



19 

what not tbree men in Weisinicbtwo could bout of, a 
certain degree of accew to the Professor'B pnvate domi- 
cile. It WEW the attic floor of the highest house in the 
Wahngaise; and might tnily be called the pinnacle of 
Weianiichtvo, for it loae sheer np above the contiguaus 
roofs, themselTes rising from elevated ground. More- 
over, with its windows, it looked towards all the four 
Orte, or as the Scotch say, and we ought to ssy, Airts : 
the Sitting-room itself commanded three ; another came 
to view in the Schlafgemack (Bed-room) at the apposite 
end ; to say nothing of the Kitchen, which offered two, 
as it were, duplicates, and showing nothing new. So 
that it vras in fact the speculum or watch-tower of Teuf- 
elsdrdckh; wherefrom, sitting at ease, he might see the 
whole life-circulation of that cansiderahle City ; the streets 
and lanes of which, with all their doing and driving 
(TAun und Treiberi), were for the most part visible 
there. 

"I look down into all that wasp-nett or bee-hive," 
have we heard him say, " and witness thdr wtkx-laying 
" and honey-making, and puieon-brewing, nod choking 
"by sulphur. From the Palace esplanade, where music 
** plays while Serene H^hness is pleased to eat his vie- 
" taals, down the low lane, where in her door-sill the 
" aged widow, knitting for a thin livelihood, sits to feel 
'* the afternoon sun, I see it all i &r, except the Schloss- 
'* kirche weathercock, no biped stands so h^h. Couriers 
" arrive bestrapped and bebooted, bearing Joy and Sorrow 
" b^ged up in pouches of leather : there, topladen, and 
" with four swiit horses, rolls in the country Baron and 
** his household ; here, on timber leg, the tamed Soldier 
"hops painfully along, b^ging alms : a thousand car- 
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** riBgei) nnd wains, and cars, come tambliag in with 
" Fond, with jonng Riuticity, and other K&w Produce, 
"inukimate or animate, and go tumbling out again with 
"Produce manufactured. That Uving flood, pouring 
" throi^h these streets, of all qualities and ages, knoweat 
" thou whence it is coming, whither it is going ? Aut der 
" Ewigheit, tu der Ewigkeit hin : From Eternity, on- 
*' wards to Eternity ! These are Apparitions : what else ? 
** Are they not Souls rendered visible ; in Bodies, that 
" took shape and will lose it ; melting into aii? Their 
" solid paTement is a Picture of the Sense ; they walk 
" on the bosom of Nothing, blank Time is behind them 
" and before them. Or fanciest thou, the red and yellnw 
*' Clothes-screen yonder, with spurB on its heels, and 
"feather in its crown, is hut of To-day, without a Tester- 
" day or a To-morrow ; and had not rather its Ancestor 
"alive when Hengat and Hona overran thy Island? 
" Frien4, thou seest herie a living link in that Tissue of 
" History, which inweaves all Being : watch well, or it 
" will be past thee, and seen no more-" 

"Ack, mein Leiber f' said he once, at midnight, when 
we had returned from the Cofiee-house in rather earnest 
talk, " it is a true sublimity to dwell here. These fringes ' 
" of lamplight, struggling up through smoke and thou- 
*' sand-fold exhalation, some fathoms into the ancient 
" reign of Night, whst thinks Bootes of them, as he 
" leads his Hunting Dogs over the Zenith in their leash 
" of sidereal fire? That stifled hum of Midnight, when 
" Traffic has lain down to reat ; and the chariot- wheels 
" of Vanity, still rolling here and there through distant 
"atRets, are bearing her to Halls roofed in, and bghted 
"to the due pitch for her ; and only Vice and Misery, to 
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" pnml or to moan lilie si^tbirdB, »r& abroad : tbat 
" hnm, I My, like the stertoroiu, imquiet alumber of sick 
" I^ u beard in Heaven ! Oh, under that hide<HU 
" coverlet of vapouxH, and putre&ctiont, and unimagiSB- 
" ble gasea, what a Fermentiog-Tat lies aimmning and 
" hid i The joyful and the lornnrfiil are there ; men 
" are dying there, men are bein^ bora ^ men are pray- 
** ing,— on theother aide of a brick partition, men are 
" coraiii^ ; and around them all it the vast, void Night. 
" Hie proud Grandee atiU lingere in hia perfumed Baloona, 
" or repoaea within damask curtaina ; Wretchedness 
"covers into truckle-beds, or shivers hunger-stricken 
*^ into his lair of atraw: in obscure ceilaxs, Rouge-et'!foir 
** languidly emits its Toice-of-dettiny to haggard hungry 
" Villains ; white Coundllora of State sit plotting, and 
** playing their high chess-^ame, whereof the pawns are 
" Men. The Lover whiapera hia mistress that the coach 
" is ready ; and she, full of hope and fear, glides down, 
** to fly with him over the borders : the Thief, still more 
** silently, sets-to his picklocks and crowbars, or lurka in 
*' wait till the watchmen first snore in their boxes. Gay 
" mansiona, with supper-rooms and dancing-Tooma, are 
** fiill of light and music and high swelling hearta ; but, 
" is the Condemned Cells, the pulee of life beats tre- 
" mulouB and laini, and bloodshot eyes look out through 
" the darkness, which is around and within, for the light 
" of a stem last rooming. Six men are to be hanged on 
" the morrow : ctHuea no hammering from the Rahen- 
*< ttfin J — their gallons mugt even now be o' buildii^. 
" Upwards of five hundred thouaand two-legged animala 
*f widunit feathers lie round us, in horizontal poaitinn; 
**■ their heads all in nightcaps, and fiill of the fixdUbeat 
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" dreamti. Riot cries aloudi and auggers and swaggera 
" in his Tank dens of ahame ; and the Mother, widt 
" Btreaming hair, kneels over her pallid dying infant; 
" whose cracked lips only her tears now nUHaten.— 
" AH these heaped and huddled together, with nothing 
** but B, little carpentry and matonry between them ;— 
" crammed in, like salted fiah, in their barrel ; — or wel> 
" tcring, shall I say. like an Egyptian pitcher of tamed 
" Vipers, each struggling to get its head above the othen : 
" suck work goes on under that smoke-counterpane !— 
"But J, mein Wertker, sit above it all; I am alone with 
" the Stars." 

We looked in his face to see whether, in the utterance 
of such eitraordinary Night-thoughts, no feelii^ might 
be traced there ; but with the light we had, which indeed 
was only a single tallow-bght, and far enough from the 
window, nothing save that old calmness and fixedness 
was vieible. 

These were the Professor's talking seaaona : most com- 
monly he spoke in mere monoayllables, or sat altogether 
silent, and smoked ; while the' visitor had liberty either 
to say what he Hated, receiving for answer an occasioual 
grunt } or to look round for a space, and then take him^ 
self away. It was a strai^e apartment ; iiill of books 
and tattered papers, and miscellaneous shreds of all con- 
ceivable substancea, 'united in a common element of 
dust.' Books lay on tables, and below tables; here 
fluttered a sheet of manuscriptt there a torn handker- 
chief, or nightcap hastily thrown aside : ink-bottles al* 
temated with bread crusts, co£fee-poU, tobacco-boxeti 
Periodical Literature, and Blucher Boots. Old Leiscben 
(Liaekin, 'liza), who was his bed-maker and atove- 
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tights, hii waaher tai wringer, cook, errand-iuud, aod 
general lion'a-prdvider, and for the rest a very orderly 
creature, hud no soTereiga authority in thia laet citadel of 
Teufeladrdckh ; only some once in the month, she hal^ 
forcibly mode her way thither, with broom and duster, 
and (TeuielBdrAckh hastily saving hia manuscripts) 
eSected a partial clearance, a jail'delivery of such lumber 
as was not literary. These were her Erdbebungen 
(Earthquakes), which TeufelsdrCckh dreaded worse than 
the pestilence ; neveitheless, to auch length he had been 
forced to comply. Qlad would he have been to sit here 
pfailoaophieing for ever, or till the litter, by accumulation, 
drove him out of doors : but Leischen was his right-arm, 
and spoon, and necessary of life, and would not be fiatly 
gainsayed. We can still remember the ancient woman; 
BO ailent that some thought her dumb ; deaf alao you 
would often have suppoaed her; for Teufelsdiockh and 
Teufeladr&ckh only would she serve or give heed to ; and 
with him she seemed to communicBte chiefiy by aigna ; 
if it were not rather by some aecret divination that she 
' guessed all his wants, and supplied them. Assiduous 
old dame! ahe scoured, and sorted, and swept in her 
Idtchen, with the least possible violence to the. ear; yet 
all «aa tight and right there : hot and black came the 
coffee ever at the due moment; and the speechleaa 
Leischen herself looked out on you, from under her clean 
white coif with its lappeta, through her clean withered 
&ee and wrinkles, widi a look of helpful intelligence, 
almost of benevolence. ; 

' Few strangers, as above hinted, had admittance 
hither : the only one we ever saw tLeie, ouraelves ex- 
cepted, was the Ho&otlt Heuschiecke, idready known, by 
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nam: uul eipectalliaa, to ihe mdcn of thne iMgo. 
To w, at that period. Hen Hetuchrecke teemed Me o( 
thaw puree-moothed, cnnft-Backed, eleaa^brushed, p«- 
cific individiuJe, perkspt Bufficieotly diatiDgnialuii ia^ 
Bod^ by thJB Act, thit, in dry westber « m wet, ' tbcy 
DEver appear without their umbtdla.' Had we not 
known with what ' little wiadom* the vwld ie govcned t : 
and how, in Gennaajr aa eliewbete, the ninety aod nine 
Public Men can for moat part be but mote tiain- 
bearera to the hundredth, perhapa but atalldi^ bonna 
and willing or unwilling dupes,— it might have seemed 
wonderful how Heir HeuBchieclce should be named %■ 
Bath, or Councillor, and Counsellor, even in Weiaa- 
nichtwo. What couuiel to any man, or to any woman, 
could this particular Hofrath give; in whose looae, 
zigzag figure ; in whose thin visage, as it went jerking 
to and fro, in minute incessant fluctuatdon, — you traced 
rather confiision worse confounded; at moat. Timidity 
and physical Cold 7 Some indeed said withal, be waa 
'the very Spirit of Love embodied :' blue earnest eyea, 
full of eadoesH and kindness ; purse ever open, and so 
forth ; the whole of which, we shall now hope for many 
reasons, was not quite groundless. Nevertheless, frieiid 
Teufelsdruckh's outline, who indeed handled the burin 
like few in these cases, was probably the best : Er hat 
GenuiA UTtd Qeisl, hat wenigsietu gehabt, doeh 
ohne Organ, okae Schicksais-gttnst ; ut gegenwUrtig 
aber hiUb-serruUei, kalb-erttarrt, "He has heart 
"and talent at leaat has bad such, yet without fit 
"mode of utterance, or &vour of Fortune; and so is 
*' now half-cracked, halffCongealed." — What the Hofrath 
•ball tUnk of this when he sees it, readers may wMtder:. 
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we, ufe ia tlie Btronghold of Hutoriea] Fidelity, are 
Carelen. 

The msiii {xrint, douMen, fbr m all, k his lore of 
TenMadTSckh, which indeed vu alio bj Air the moet^ 
decMiTe feature ef Heaadtrecke hinudf. We are en- 
abled to assert that be hnng on the Professor with the' 
fondness of B Boewell for his Johnson. And perhaps 
with the like return ; for Teiifehdrfickh treated his gaunt 
admirer with little outward regard, as some half-rationa!- 
Or altogether irrational friend, and at best loved him out 
of gratitude and by habit. On the other band, it was 
carious to obserre with what reverent kindness, and a 
sort of fatherly protectiDn, our Hofrath, being the elder, 
richer, and as be fondly imagined far more practically 
infiuential of the two, looked and tended on bis little 
Sage, whom he Eeemed- to consider as a living oracle. 
Let but Teufelsdrftckh open his mouth, Heuschrecke's 
also unpuckered itself iuto a free doorway, besides his 
being all eye and all ear, so that nothing might be lust: 
hni then, at every pause in the harangue, he gui^led out 
his puwy chuckle of a cougb-laugb (for the machinery of 
laughter took some time to get in motion, and seemed' 
crank and slack), or else bis twanging, nasal Bravo .'Z)a» 
glaub' ich ; in either case, by way of heartiest approval. 
In short, if Teufeledruckh was Dalai-Lama, of which, ex- 
cept perhaps in bis self-seclusion, and god-like Indifference, 
there was no symptom, then might Heuscbrecke pass 
for his chief Talapoin, to whom no dough-pUl he could 
knead and publish was other than medicinal and sacred. 

In such environment, social, domestic, physical, did 
TenfelsdrSckh, at the time of our acquaintance, and 
most likely does he still, live and meditate. Mere, 
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peTched up in his high Wahngaue watchtower, an4 
often, in Bolitude, outwatching the Bear, it was that the 
iadomitable Inquirer fought Ul hia battle* with Oulnets 
and Dai^esB ; here, in all probability, that he wrote thin 
Burpriring Votume on Cl<Ahet. Additional partiijulftra : 
of hie age, which wu of that Uanding middle lort you 
conld odIj gsesa at ; of hia wide snrtout ; the colour of 
Ilia troueen, fuhion of hia broad-brimmed ateeple-hatt 
and so forth, we might report, but do not. The Wiieat 
truly is, in these times, the Greatest ; bo that an en- 
lightened curiosity leaving Kings And such like to rest 
very much on their own buia, turns more and more to 
the Fhilosophic Class : nevertheless, what reader expects 
that, with all our writing and reporting, Teufelsdiuckh 
could be broi^^t home to him, tUl once the Documents 
arrive 7 His Life, Fortunes, and Bodily Presence, are 
as yet hidden from ua, or matter only of faint conjecture. 
But on the other hand, does not his Soul lie enclosed in 
this remarkable Volume, much more truly than Pedro 
Garcia's did in the buried Bag of Doubloona ? To the 
soul of Diogenes Teufelsdiockh, to his opinions namely 
on the 'Origin &nd Influence of Clothes,' we for the 
present gladly return. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



CHARACTBRISTICB. 



It were a piece of vain flattery to pietend that this 
Work on Clothes entirely contents ue ; that it is not, like 
all works of Genius, like the very Sun, which, though 
the highest published Creation, or work of Genius, has 
nevertheless hlack spots and troubled nebnlositiea amid 
its efiiilgence, — a mixture of insight, inipiration, with 
dulness, double- vision, and even utter blindness. 

Without committing ourselves to those enthusiastic 
praises and prophesyings of the Wd»m\ichtwo'sche An- 
zeiger, we admitted that the Book had in ah^h d^ree 
excited us to self-activity, which is the best efFect of any 
book; that it had even operated changes in our way of 
thought ; nay, that it promised to prove, as it were, the 
opening of a new mine-sbait, wherein the whole world 
of Speculation might henceforth dig to unknown depths. 
More specially it may now be declared that Professor 
TeufelsdrOckh's acquirements, patience of research, 
philosophic and even poetic vigour, are here made in- 
disputably manifest ; and unhappily no less his prolixity 
and tortuosity and manifold ineptitude ; that, on the 
whole, as in opening new mine-shafts is not unreasonable, 
there is much rubbish in his Book, though likewise 
specimens of almost invaluable ore. A paramount popu- 
larity in England we cannot promise him. Apart from 
tlie choice of such a topic aa Clothes, too often the 
" e2 



uGoog[c 



29 SARTOR RESARTU^. 

maimer of treating it betokens in the Author a ruaticity 
and academic allusion, unblamable, indeed inevitable in 
a Gennan, but fatal to his succeBs with our public. 

Of good society Teufelidrockh Eq)pears to have seen 
little, or has meetly forgotten what he saw. He speaks 
out with a strange plainness ; calls many things by tbeir 
mere dictionary names. To him the Upholsterer is no 
Pontiff, neither is any Drawing-room a Temple, were it 
^CTcr so begilt and overhung : ' a whole immensity of 
'Brussels carpets, and pier-glaRses, and or-tnoulu,* 
as he himself expresses it, ' cannot hide from me that 
' such Drawing-room is simply a sectioa of Infinite 
' Space, where bo many God-created Souls do ibr the 
'time meet together.' To Teufelsdrodth the highest 
DnchcBs is respectable, is venerable ; but nowise for her 
pearl -bracelets, and Mahnes laces : in hts eyes, the star 
of a Lord is little less and little more than the broad 
button of Birmingham spelter in a Clown's smock ; 
'each is an implement,' he says, 'in its kind; a ta^ 
' for tiooiing-together ; and, for the rest, was dug from 
* the earth, and hammered on a stithy before smith's 
' fingers.' Thus does the Professor look in men's ftce^ 
with a s^nge impartiality, a strange scientific freedom ; 
like a man unversed in the h^er drcles, like a man 
dropped diither from the Moon. Rightly considered, it 
is in this peculiarity, running through his whole system 
of thought, that all these short-comings, over>sbootings, 
and multiform perversities, ttJce rise : if indeed they have 
not a second source, also natural enough, in his Trans- 
cendental Philosophies, and humour of looking at all 
Matter and Material things as Spirit ; whereby truly his 
case were but the more hopeless, the more lamentable. 

To dte Thinkers of this nationl however, of which class 



uGoog[c 



CBARACritRISTlCa. W 

it is firmly beUeved there are individualB yet extant, we 
can ufely recommend the Work ; nay, who knows but 
smong the fashionable ranks too, if it be true, as Teu- 
felsdiGckh maintains, that * vithin the most starched 
' cravat there pasaee a windpipe and weaand, and under 
.' the tlucklieat embroidered waiatcoat beata a heart,' — 
the foice of that n^t eameatneaa may be felt, and here 
and there an arrow of the aoul pierce through. In our 
wild Seer, ahaggy, unkempt, like a Baptist living on 
locusts and wild hooey, there ia an untutored energy, a 
silent as it were unconscious strength, which, except ii^ 
the higher walka of Literature, must be rare. Many a 
deep glance, and often with unspeakable precision, haa 
he caat into mysterioua Nature, and the still more 
inysterioui Life of Man, WonderM it is with what 
cutting words, now and then, be severs asunder the 
cfmfuaion ; sheen down, were it furlongs deep, into the 
true centre of the matter ; and there not only hits th6 
nail on the head, but with crushing force smites it home, 
.and buries it — On the other hand, let us be iree' to 
«dmit, he it the moat unequal writer breathing. Often 
After some such feat, he will play truant for long pages, 
and go dawdling and dreaming, and mumbling, and 
,maundarlug the merest commonplaces, aa if he were 
asleep with ^es open, which indeed he is. 

Of his boundleas Learning, and how aU reading and 
literature in most knowu tongues, from SancoRiathon to 
Dr. Lingard, from youi OrinUal Shasteri, and TaimtnUt 
aai Sorant with.Cassini's ^amese Tablet, and I^aplace'a 
BticoTaqtw Celeste, down to Robmton Crusoe ^nd the 
Beljiut Town and Countty Alttumack, ere familiar to 
iuiOi~rl's abidl aay Bothisg t for ou^mopled an if is 
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irith UB, to the Genntms such unwetsalit; of study pitiiei 
without wonder, as a thing commendsble, indeed, but 
natural, indispensable, and there of course. A man that 
devotes his life to learning, shall be nat be learned? 

In reipecc of style our Author manifests the same 
genial capability, marred too often by the same rudeness, 
inequality, and apparent want of intercourse with the 
higher classes, Occaaionally, as above hinted, we find 
consummate vigour, a true inspiration : bis burning 
Thoughts step forth in fit burning Words, like so many 
full-formed Minervas, issuing amid flame and splendour 
from Jove's head ; a rich, idiomatic diction, picturesque 
allusions, fiery poetic emphaais, or quaint tricksy turns ; 
all the graces and terrors of a wild Imagination, wedded 
to the clearest Intellect, alternate in heautifiil vicissitude. 
Were it not that sheer sleeping and soporific f assages ; 
circumlocutions, repetitions, touches even of pure doting 
jargon, so of^n intervene ! On the whole, Profeasor 
TeufelsdrOckb is not a cultivated writer. Of hi^ sen- 
tences perhaps not more than nine-tenths stand straight 
on their legs ; the remainder are in quite angular attL- 
ludes, buttressed up by props (of parentheses and 
dashes), and ever, with this or the other tagrag hanging 
irom them; afeweyen sprawl out helplessly on all sidea, 
qmte broken-baclted and dismembered. Nevertheless, 
in almost his very worst moods, there lies in him a 
ajngular attraction. A wild tone pervades the whole 
utterance of the man, like its keynote and regulator ; 
ROW screwing itself aloft as into the Song of Spirits, or 
else the shrill mockery of Fiends j now sinking in 
cadences, not without melodious hesTtinest, thoim;h 
BometimeB abrupt cnoi^b, into the conunon pitch, wheit 
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we hear it only aa a monotonoua hum ; of which hum 
the true character ii extremely difficult to fix. Up to 
' this hour we have never iiilly utisGed ounelvea whether 
it is a tone and hum of real Humour, which we reckon 
among the very highest qualities of genius, or eome echo 
of mere Insanity and Inanity, which doubtlesa ranks 
below the very lowest. 

' Under a like difficulty, in spite even of oar personal 
intercourse, do we itill lie with regard to the Profeasor'a 
moral feeling. Gleams of an ethereal Love burat forth 
from him, soft wailinga of in6nite Pity ; he could clasp 
the whole Universe into his boaom, and keep it warm ; it 
seems aa if under that rude exterior there dwelt a very 
seraph. Then again he is so sly and still, so imperturhably 
saturnine ; shows such IndiffereDce, malign coolness to- 
warda all that men strive after; and ever with some half- 
visible wrinkle of a hitter sardonic humour, if indeed it 
be not mere stolid caUousness, — that you loc^ on hira 
almost with a shudder, as on some incarnate Mephis- 
topfaeles, to whom this great terrestrial and celestial 
jlound, after all, were but some huge foolish Whirligig, 
where kings and beggars, and angels and demons, and 
■tars and street-aweepinga, were chaotically whirled, in 
which only children could take interest. His look, as 
we mentioned, is probably the gravest ever seen : yet it 
IB not of that caat-iron gravity frequent enoi^h among 
nur own Chancery suitors ; but rather the gravity as of 
some silent, high-enorcled mountain-pool, perhaps the 
crater of an extinct volcano ; into whose black deepa 
you fear to gaze : those eyea, those lights that apatkle in 
it, may indeed be reflexes of the heavenly Stait, but 
perhaps also glances from the region of Nether Fire! 
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Cortainly a moat invoWed, ulf^Ecluded, altogetker 
fiugmatic nHtuie, this of Teafel«di&:k:li '. Here, hov< 
«Ter, we glsdly recBfl to mind that once we saw him 
laugh ; once only, perliapi it was the iint and lait time 
in his life ; but then euch ft peal of lauj^hter, enough to 
have awakened the Seven Sleepen ! It was of Jeaq 
Paul's dtdng : Mune dngle Ullow in that TBit Worid* 
.MfthlttTom of Humour, with its Heareu-ldBung conu- 
catiosB, which is now, alas, all ooi^ealed in the frost of 
Death ! The lu^hodied Poet and the small, hoth 
laige enough in soul, sat talldi^ miBCellaneously to* 
geUier, the present Editor being privileged to listen ; 
and now Paul, in his seiious way, was giving one of 
those inimitable ' Extra-harangues ;* and, aa it chanced) 
On the Proposal for a Cast-metal King: gradually s 
l^ht kindled in our Professor's eyei and face, a beam- 
ing, mantling, loveliest light ; through those murky 
features, a radiant ever-young Apollo looked ; and b« 
borvt forth like the neighing of all Tattersall's,— tears 
fltreaming down his cheeks, pipe held aloft, foot clutched 
into the air, — loud, long-continuing, uncontrollable ; a 
laugh not of the ^e and diaphragm only, but of the 
whole man from head to heel. The present Editor, who 
laughed indeed, yet with measnre, began to fear all wst 
not ri^t : however, Teufelsdruckh composed himself, 
and sank in^ bis old stillness ; on his inscrutable coun- 
tenance there was, if anything, a slight look of shame ; 
and Richter himself could not rouse him again. Reader* 
who have any tincture of Psychology know how much is 
to be inferred from diis ; and that no man who has once 
heartily and wholly laughed can be altogether irreclaim- 
ablj bad. How much Ues in Lai^hter : the cipher-key, 
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, wherewith we deci|^eT the .whole mui! Some men 
wear vx ererlaKii^ barren ninpci; in the'amile<^otiM)« 
tiei B cold glitter aa of ice : the feweat aie able to Uugh, 
;what can be called laughing, but only aniff and titUr 
and Hnig^ from the throat outwards ; or at beat, pro- 
duce some whiffling huaky cachinnation, oa if they were 
laughing throu^ wool ; of none such cornea good. The 
man who cannot laugh u not only fit for treaauns, 
ftratagema, and spoils ; but his whole life is alreitdy a 
treason and a siratagem. 

Considered as an Author, Herr TeufetsdrGckh has one 
scarcely paidonable fault, doubtless his worst: an atmoat 
total want of arrangement. In dus remarkable Volume, 
it is true, his adherence to the mere course of Tim^ 
produces, throt^h the Narrative portions, a certain shew 
of outward method; but of true logical method asd 
sequence there is too little. Apart from its multiferiouij 
aectkOHB and subdivisions, the Work naturally falls inttf 
two Parts ; a Historical- DescriptiTe, and a Philosophical' 
Speculative: but falls, unhappily, by no firm line of 
demarcacion ; in that labyriuthic combinadon, each 
Fart overlaps, and indents, and indeed runs quittf 
through the other. Many sections are of a debataUe 
rubric, or eveii quite nondescript and unnameable i 
whereby the Book not only loses in accessibility, but 
too often distresses us hke some mad banquet, wherein; 
all courses had been confounded, and fish and flesb, 
■oup and solid, oyster-nauce, lettuces, Rhiue-winb and 
French mustard, were hurled into one huge tureen W 
trough, and the hungry Public invited to help itself/ 
^0 bring what order we can out of ihis Chaos shall bv 
^rt of our endeavour. . ' 

c 3 
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tBB WO&tO IM CLOTH&S. 

* As Monteaquiea wrote a Spirit of Lmci,' obserrea our 
Profeesor, ' bo could I write a 5!pirtl of Clothei ; lliUB, 
' with an Esprit det Loix, propedy an Esprit de Cou- 
' tumes, we sbould have an Esprit de Cotltmes. For 
' neither in tsiloring nor in le^^lating ioet man proceed 

* by mere Accident, but the hand ia ever guided on by 

* myBterunu operations of the mind. In all hia Modes 

* tuid babilatory endesTOUiV an Architectural Idea will 

* be found lurking ; his Body and the Cloth are the site 

* and materials whereon and whereby hit beautified 
'■ edifice, of a Person, is to be built. Whethar be fiow 
' gracefully out in folded mantles, based on light sandals ; 

* tower up in high headgear, from amid peaks, spangles 

* and bell-girdles ; swell out in starched ruffe, buckram 
> stuffingB and manstroua tuberosities ; or girth himself 

* into separate seotions, and front the world an Agglo- 
' meration of four limbs, — ^will depend on the nature of 

* such Architectural Idea : whether Qredan, Gothic, 

* Lat»*Gothic, or altogether Modem, and Parisian or 

* Anglo-Dandiacal. Again, what meaning lies in 
' Colour ! From the soberest drab to the higb-£aming 

' scarlet, spiritual idiosyncrasies unfold themselves in ^ 
' chfflce of Colour : if t^e Cut betoken Intellect and 
' Talent, so does the Colour betoken Temper and Heart. 
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' In ill whicli, among nationa ai among individuaU, 
' there ia an incesMnt, indubitable, though infinitely 

* complex working of Cauae and Efiect : every snip oif 
' the Sciuora haa been regulated and preicribed by 

* ever-acbTe Influence!, wbieh doubtless to Intelligencet 

* of a superior order are neither invisible nor illegible. 

' For such superior Intelligences a Oause-and-Effect 

* Philosophy of Clothes, as of Laws, were probably a 

* comfortable winter-evening entertainment : never&elesB, 
' for inferior Intelhgencea, like men, such Fhiloaophies 
' have always seemed to me uninstructive enough. Nay, 

* what is your Montesqnieu himself but a clever Infant 

* spelling Letters from a faietoglyphical prophetic Book, 
•the lexicon of which lies in Eternity, in Heaven?— 

* Let any Cause-and-E£kct Philosopher explain, not 

* why I wear sncli and such a Garment, obey such and 
- inch a Law ; but even why / am here, to wear and 
.' obey any thing 1— Much, therefore, if not the whole, 
' of 'that same Spirii of Clothes I shall suppress, as 

* hypothetical, inefiectual, and even impertinent : naked 
' Facts, and Deductions drawn therefrom in quite 
' another than that omnisdent style, are my humbler 
' and proper province.' 

Acting on which prudent restriction, TeufelsdrOckh 
has nevertheless contrived to uke in a well nigh bound- 
less extent of field; at least, the boundaries too often lie 
quite beyond our horizon. Sdection being indispensa* 
ble, we shall here glance over hii First Port only in the 
most cursory manner. This First Part is, no doubt, 
distinguished by omnivoroua learning, end utmost pa- 
tience and fairness : at the same time, in its results and 
{Idineations, it is much more likely to interest the Com- 
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pilqra of Mme lAbran/ mt Gonml,. EntertalniBg, Ut^id,' 
or evQB Uide» Knowledge than the mbeBllBOMut 
readers of tbcK ptgei. Wm it this Fut o£ the Boolr 
whieh HcumIkoc^ had in raw, when he noonuncndad 
US. to that joint-itock vehicle of publication, ' >t ptetaitr 
the glory of British Literatiire ?' If to, the Libmy ' 
Editors are welcome to dig i& it fi>r their own behoof. ' 

To the Pint Chapter, vbich toms on I^radise and' 
Fig-leaves, and leads nt into inteiminahle diiquiMtim* 
of a mythoh^^ical, metapboricat, cabalistico-BBrtoriBl and 
quite autediluriau cast, we shall content ounelves widt 
giving an onconcerned. a^iproval. Still leas have we to 
do with * litis, Adam's first wife, whom, acourding to * 
' the TahnudiMB, he had before Eve, and who bore him, 
* ip that wedlock, the whole progeny of aerial, aqoatic, 
«and terrestrial Devils,' — very needtesaly, we think. 
On this portion of the Work, with its profbund glaocea' 
into the Adam-KM^non, or Primeval Element, hat 
strangely brought into relation with the Nift and Muspel 
(Darkness and Light) of the antique North, it may be 
enough to say that its correctness of deduction, sud 
depth of Talmudic and Rabbinical tore has filled perhspa 
not Ae worst Hebraist in Britain with something like 
Rstonisbment. 

But quitting this twilight region, TeufelsdrOckh haS' 
tens from the Tower of Babel, to follow the dispenbon 
of Mankind over the whole habiuUe and habSable 
globe. Walldng by the light of Oriental, Pelasgic, 
Scandinavian, ^yptian, Otaheltean, Ancient and Hf^ 
dern researches of every conceivable kind, he strives to 
give us in compressed shape (ss the Nlmbergers give 
an Orbis i^cttu) as Orbit VetHtus; or view of the 
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It ia hen ibat to the Aatlquarian, to AeHntoriaR, yn ' 
can tmmphaRtty n.y -, Fall ta [■ Hen ii Leaniiitg r nt 
irngolar TreaeiiTy, if yoa unU ; Imt inexhaustible aa th« 
Hoard of King Nibehmg, vhich twelve waggona ia 
twebe d&ys, at the rate of three journeyt a day, ooold 
not cany off. Sheepskin cloeka and vmmpnm beka ; 
phylacteries, atolea, alba ; cUamidea, togas, Chinese 
sillu, Afghaun shawls, trunk hose, leather breechesj 
Cdtic philibeg* (though breeches, aa the name Oatiia 
ffmixala indicates, are the more ancient), Hnssar cloaks, 
Vandyke tippets, rufis, fardingales, are brought Tividly 
beiim va, — even the Kilmarnock nightcap is not for- 
gotten. For most part too we must admit that the 
Leoining, heten^eneous aa it Is, and tumbled down 
quite pell-mell, is true concentrated and purified Leam^' 
ing, the drosay ports smelted out and thrown aside. 

Philosophical reflections intervene, and somedmeB 
touching pictures of human life. Of this sort the fol- 
lowing has surprised us. The first purpose of Clothes, 
as OUT Professor im^ines, was not warmth or decency, 
but omament. ' Miserable indeed,* saya he, * was the 
' condition of the Aboriginal Savage, glaring fioroely 
' from under bit fleece of hair, which with the beard 
'. reaped down to his loins, and hung round him like a 
* matted doak ; the rest of his body sheeted in its thii^ 
' natunl fell. He loitered in the sunny gladea of the 
' forest, liring on wild fruits j or, aa the ancient Gale* 
' donian. squatted himself in morasses, lurking ht his 
' bestial or human prey } without implementa, without 
' arms, save the ball of heavy Flint, to which, that hia ; 
' sole pOBseaiuoa and defence might not be loat, he had 
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' RUii^ed ft loDg cord or [dAited thoi^ ; thferab; noanr- 
' ing as well u hurlibg it with deadly unemng akilli 
' Nevettbelen, tbe pwa of Hunger uid RsTonge onoe 

* totisfied. Us neit cue «aa mrt Comfort but DecoratioB 
' iPuix). W&ntith he fonod in the tenia of the cluae ; 
' or amid dried leaves, in hia hollow tree, in liis bark 

* shed, or natural grotto : but for Deconttion he must 
' have Clothea. Nay, among wild people, we find tat- 
' tooing and paintiiig even prior to Clothes. The first 
' spiritual want of a barbaroua man is DecoiatiaU, aa 
' indeed we atill eee among the barbaroua daaeea in 
' civiliaed countries. 

' Reader, the heaven-inspired melodious Singer ; 

* loftieat Serene Higbneas ; nay thy own amber-locked, 
' anow-and-iosebloom M^en, worthy to glide sylphlike 
' almoat on air, whom thou loveat, worafaippest aa a 
' divine Fresencei which indeed, aymbolically taken, she 

* is,— has descended, like thyself, from that same hair- 

* mantled, flint-hurling Aboriginal Anthropophagns ! 
' Out of the eater cometh forth meat ; out of the strong 
' cometh forth aweetnesa. What changes are wrought, 
' not by Time, yet in Time ! For not Mankind only, 
' but all that Mankind does or beholds, ia in continual 

* growth, re-geneaia and aelf-peifecting vitality. Cast 
' forth thy Act, thy Word, into the ever-living, ever- 
' working Univerae : it ia a aeed-grain that cannot die ; 
' unnoticed to-day (says one) it will be found flouriahing 
' aa a Banyan-grove (perhaps, alas, as a Hemlock-fOTeat !) 
' after a thousand years. 

' He who first ahortened the laboor of Copyists by 
' device of Movable Ty^es was diibandlng hired Armies, 

* and caabiering moat Kings and Senatea, and creating a 
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* wNole new Dbnocntic worid ;■ be bad iovedted the Art 
^ tt Prmtlng. Hie iirvt ground handful of Nitre, Sul- 
'pfauT, tod Charcoal drore Monk Schvarts'i peule 

* (hroogh ths ctiUng : what will the laat do ? Achieve 
'. the final nndiaputed praatration of Force under 
f ThoDght, of Animal Oooiage undftr Spiritoal. A dm- 

* |de inventioii it wai in the old-world Grazier,— aick of 
' lugging hia ilow Ox about the Country till he got it 
' bartered for com or dl, — to take a piece of Leather, 
' and thereon acratch oi stamp the mere Figure of an 
' Ox (or Pecut') ; put it in hia pocket, and call it 
' Pecunia. Money. Yet hereby did Barter grow Sale, 

* the Leather Money is now Golden and Paper, and all 
' miraclea have been out-miraded : for there are RothK- 
'childa snd English National Debts ; and whoid ha* 

* aizpence is Sovereign (to the length of aixpence) o>ver 
' all men ; commanda Cooke to feed him, Philosophera 

* to teach him, Kings to mount guard over him,— to the 

* length of Bixpence.— Clothes too, which began in 
' fooliaheat love of Ornament, what have they not be- 
■ come ! Increaaed Security, and pleaBureble Heat soon 
' followed : but what of these ? Shame, divine Shame 

* iSchaam, Moderty), as yet a stranger to the Anthro- 

* pophagoue boeom, arote there mysteriously under 

* Clothes ; a mystic gTove-endrcled shrine for the Holy 
^in man. Clothes gave us inditiduality, distinctions, 
^ social polity ; Clothes have made Men of us ; they are 

* tbreatening to make Clothea-screens of ub. 

' But on the whole,* continuea oar eloquent Professor, 
^Man is a Tootusing Animal {HantbieTendeiTKer). 

* Weak in himaelf^ and of small statme, he stands on a' 

* basis, at most for the flattert-soled, of wme half equarc 
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' ib^t, inieCwtljeiHnq^ht'lteB.to Binddle ovt bU h^ 
' lest the veiy wind lUpplant him. Feehle«t of bipetbF 
' Thiee i^aiBtdt are a crtiflhing loAd fm him ■ tha Steer 
!-ef themadbntoKMBhim alof^ UkeamuteTag. Ne^ 
' Terthclew he caa uie Tools, can devise Took.: witfc 
' these the granite mountain mdt« into light dust btfcwe 
' him ; he kneads glowing iron, as if it were soft paste i 
' SOBS are hie smooth highway, winds and fire his iiiv- 
' wearying steeds. Nowhere do you find him withoiit 
' Tools ; without Toots he is nothing, with Tools he is 
'aU.' 

Here may we not, for a moment, interrupt Ihe atream' 
of Oratory with a remark diat this Definition of the 
Tool-using Animal, appears to ub, of all that Auimal- 
>ort, considerably the preciseat and Vest ? Man is called 
a Laughing Animal : but do not the apes' also laugh, ot 
attempt to do it; and is the manlieat man the greatest 
and ofienest laugher? TeufelsdrOckh himself as we 
qaid, laughed only imce. Still less do we make of that 
other French Definition of the Cooking Animal ; which, 
^ideed, fur rigorous scientific purposes, is as good as 
uselesB. Can a Tartar h£ said to cook, when he only 
readiea hia steak by riding on it ? Again, what Cookery 
does the Greenlander use, beyond stowing up hit whale- 
blubber, as a marmot, in the like case, might do ? Or 
how would Monsieur Ude^iroqier among those Orinocco 
Indiana who, according to Humboldt, lodge in crow> 
nests, on the branches of trees; and, for half the year, 
have no victuals but pipe-clfty, the whole country being 
under water ? But on the other hand, show ua- the* 
human being, of any period or climnte, without' Ids' . 
Toola ; those very Caledonians, as we >aw, had- their 
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mat-boll, and Thong* to It, «ucbM nobniMbw oican 
ham. 

* Man ii a Tod-aung aiiimBl,' emiohidei Teufeli- ' 
diOckb. ill his abrapt way ; * of whU^ trathClotfae«are 

* but one example : and surely if we consider tbe interval 
' betweoi tbe fint wooden Dibble faabioned by man. and 

* tboae Liverpool Steam-eaniagei, or the Brititb Houie 
' of Gommona, we ■hall note what prog;reu be baa made. 
' He dige up certain black stonea ^m tbe bosom of the 

* Earth, and aays to them, Trtmtport me, and thit lu^, 
' gage, at the rale of Jive-and-thirty miles an hour ; and 
' they do it : he collects, apparently by lot, air hundred 

* and fifty- eight miscellaneous individuals, and says to 
' them. Make tku naiion toil for us, bleed Jbr ua, hunger, 
' and sorrow, and tin for us ; and they do it.' 
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Ohb of the moBt unsatiBiactoiy Sections in the nhole 
Volume ia that on Aprons. What though atout old 
Gao the Persian Blacksmith, ' whose Apron, now indeed 
' bidden under jewels, because raised in revolt which 
' proved successful, is still the royal standard of that 
' country;' what though John Knox'a Daughter, ' who 
' threatened Sovereign Majesty that she would catch her - 
' Husband's head in her Apron, rather than he should 
'lie and be a 'bishop;' what though the Landgravine 
Elizabeth, with many other Apron worthies, — figure 
here? An idle wire-drawing spirit, sometimea even a 
tone of levity, appiaachiiig to conventional satire, is too 
clearly discernible. What, for esample, are we to make 
of such sentences as the following ? 

' Aprons are Defences; against injury to cleanliness, 
' to BtUfety, to modesty, sometimes to rt^ery. From the 
' thin slip of notched silk (as it were, the Emblem and 
' beatified Ghost of an Apron), which some higheat-bred 
' housewife, sitting at NQmberg Workboxes and Toy- 
' boxes, has grscefiilly fiistened on ; to the thick-tanned 
' hide, girt round him with thonga, wherein the Builder 

* builds, and at evening sticks his trowel ; or to those 
' jingling sheet-iron Aprons^ wherein your otherwise half- 
' naked Vulcans hammer and smelt in tbur Smelt- 

* furnace, — ^is there not range enough in the &shioa and 
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'uwB of this Veetmeat? How much has been con- 
' cealed, bow much hu been defended in Aprons ! Nay, 
' rightly considered, what is your whole Milittfy and 
^ Police Establishment, charged at uncalculated mil- 
' lions, but a huge scarlet-coloured, iron-fastened Apron, 

* wherein Society works (uneasily enough) ; guaT(Un|( 

* itself from some soil and stithy-sparks, in this DeyilV 
■ smithy {Teufels-schmiede) of a world? But of all 
' Aprons the moat puzzling to me hitherto has been the 
^EpiscopBl.orCasflOclc. Wherein consists the usefiilness of 
' this Apron? The Overseer (£jiucopuj) of Souls, I no- 

* tice, has tucked in the comer of it, 6s if his day's work 

* were done : what does he shadow forth thereby ?' &c. Sk\ 

Or ^ain, has it often been the lot of oIit readers to 
read such stu£f as we shall now quote ? 
> ' I consider those printed Paper Aprons, worn by the 
' Parisian Cooks, as tt new vent, though a st^ht one, for 
' Typc^aphy ; therefore as an encouragement to modern 

* Idteralure, and deserving of approval : nor is it without 

* Bstisfection that I hear of a celebrated London Finn 
F having in view to introduce the same foihion, with im- 

* portant extensions, in England.'— We who are on the 
spot hear of no such thing; and indeed have reason to 
be thankM that hitherto there ore other vents for our 
Literature, exuberant as it is. — TeufelsdrOckh continues i 
t If such supply of printed Papfer should rise so far as to 
' choke up the highways and public dioroughfores, new 
'means must of necessity he had recourse to. In a 

* wm'ld existing by Industry, we grudge to employ Fire 
' as a destroying dement, and not as a creating one. 

* However, Heaven is omnipotent, and will find us an 
' outlet. In the mean while, is it not beautiful to see 6v« 
' million quintals of Ri^ picked annudly from the Lay. 
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* Btall i and annually, after being macerated, hot-preuedi 
' printed on, and sold, — returned thither ; filling so man;f 
'hungry moutha by the way? Thus is the LaysEall, 

* especially with its Raga or Clothes-rubbish, the grand 

* Electric Battery, and Founlain-of-Motion, from which 
*and to which the Social Acdvitiee O'^^ vitreous and 
*resin«is Electricities) circulate, in larger or smaller 

* drclea, through the mi^ity, l:»lIowy, stormtost Chaos of 
' Life, which they ke^ alive ! '—Such passages fiU iiB, 
who love the man, and partly esteem Unit with a very 
mixed feelii^. 

Farther down we met with this: "The Joumalista 
' tre now the true Kings and Clergy : henceforth Histo- 
' nans, unlew they are fools, must write not of Bourbon 

* Dynasties, and Tudors and Hapeburga ; but of Stamped 
' Broad-iiheet Dynasties, and quite new succesBive Names, 
\ according as this or the other Able Editor, or Comhina- 
' tion of Able Editors, gains the world's ear. Of the 
' British Newspaper Press, perhaps the most important of 
' all, and wonderfiil enough in its secret constitution and 

* procedure, a valuable descriptive History already exists, 
' in that language, under the title of Satan'i Invisible 
' World Displayed; which, however, by search in all 
' the Weissnicbtwo Libraries, I have not yet succeeded in 
' procuring (permSchte nicht aufiulreiben').' 

Thus does the good Homer not only nod, but snore. 
Thus does Teufelsdrfickh, wandering in regions where he 
had little business, confound the old authentic Presbyte- 
rian Witchfinder with a new, spurious, imaginary His- 
torian of die Brittitche Joumalistik ; and so stumble on 
perhaps the most egregious blunder in Modem Lite- 
laturei 



uGoog[c 



inSCEU.ANKOt)S'BISTOlllCAL. 



CHAPTER VII. 

HISOKLLA H E O U B- HISTQKIC AL. 

HAPPtER ii our Frofeawi, and more purely Kientific anil 
hiatoric, when he reftches the Middle Agea in Europe, 
Bod down to the end of the Seventeenth Century ; the 
true era of extnvagance inCoBtiune. It it here that the 
Antiquary and Student of Modes comes upon hia richest 
harvest Fantastic garbs, hej^aring all fancy of a Tenieri 
or a Csllot, succeed each other, like monster devonring 
monstei in a Dreajn. The whole too in brief authentic 
itrokes, and touched not seldom with that breath of 
geniuB which makes even old raiment live. Indeed, so 
learned, precise, graphic&l, and every way interesting 
have we found theie Chapters, that it may be thrown out 
as a pertinent question for parties concerned, Whether or 
not a good English Translation thereof might henceforth 
be profitably incorportUed with Mr. Merrick's valuable 
Work On Ancient Armour f Take, by way of example, 
the following sketch; as authority for which Paulinus'a 
Zeitkwsende Lutt (ii. 678) is, with teeraii^ confidence, 
referred to : 

' Did we behold the German fashionable dress of the 

* Fifteenth Century, we might smile} as perhaps those, 

* bygone Germane, were they to rise again, and see oni 

* haberdashery, would cross themselves, and invoke the. 
' Virgin. But happily no bygone German, or man, rises 
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' again ; thus tlie Present is not needlessly trammelled 
' with the P&Bt ; and only grows out of it, tike a Tree, 

* whose TontB are not intertatigled with its branches, but 
' lie peaceably under ground. Nay it is very moumAil, 

* yet not useless, to see and know, how the Greatest and 

* Dearest, in a short while, would find his place quite filled 
' up here, and no room for him ; the very Napoleon, the 

* rery Byron, in some seven years, has become obsolete, 
' and were now a foreigner to hb Europe. Thus is the 
' Law of Progress secured ; and in Clothes, as in alt 
' other external things whatsoever, no fashion will con- 

*0f the military classes in those old times, whose 

■ buff-belts, complicated chains and gcvgets, huge chuni' 

* boots, and other riding and fighting gear have been be* 
' painted in modem Romance, till the whole has acquired 

■ somewhat of a signpost character, — I shall here say 
' nothing ; the civil and pacific classes, less touched upon, 
' are wonderful enough for us. ■ 

' Rich men, I find, have Teudnke' (a perhaps im> 
trauslateabte article) ; ' also asilver girdle, whereat hang 

* little bells ; so that when a man walks it is with cdut 
' tinual jingling. Some few, of musical turn, have a 
'whole chime of bells {Glockentpiel) fastened there; 
' which especially, in sudden whii;ls, and the other ac- 

* cideute of walking, has a grateful effect Observe too 

* how fond they are of peaks, and Gothic-arc^ intetsec- 
' tions. The male world wears peaked caps, an ell-long, 
5 which hang bobbing over the side (_sckief) : their shoes 
' are peaked in liront, also to the length of an ell, and 
'laced on the side with tags; even the wooden shoes' 
' have their ell-long noses ; some also clap belts on the 
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■ petk. Farther, according to my luithotity, the mea 
' have breeches without leat (oftne GesUss) : these they 
' ftaten peakwite to their shirts ; and the long round 

* doublet must overlap them. 

' Itioh mtudene, again, flit abroad in gowns scolloped 

* ODt behind and before, so that back and breast are 

* almost bare. Wives of quality, on the other hand, 

* have train-gowns four or five ells in length ; which 

* trftina there are boys to carry. Brave Gleopatras tail- 

* ing in their eilk-cloth Galley, with a Cupid for steers- 

* man \ Consider their welts, a handbreodth thick, which 
' waver round them by way of hem; the long flood of 

* silver buttons, or rather silver shells, from throat to 
' shoe, wherewith theae some vrelt-ggwus are buttoned. 

* The maidens have bound silver snoods about their hair, 
' with gold spangles, and pendent flames {Flammen), 
' that is, sparkling haJT'drops : but of their mother's 
' headgear who shall «peak ? Neither in love of grace n 
' comfort forgotten. In winter weather you behold the 

* whole fair creation (that can afibid it) in loi^ mantles, 
' with skirts wide below, and, for hem, not one but twfl 
' sufficient handbroad welts .* all ending atop in a thick 
' well-Btarched Ruflj some twenty iiidies broad: theae 
' are their Ruff-mantles {Kragaimaniel). 

' As yet among the womankind hoop-pettlcoats are 
' not; but the men have doublets of fustian, under which 
' lie multiple ruffe of cloth, posted together with batter 
' {mil Teig xuian\>nengekleitleTi), which create protu- 
' berance enough. Thus do the two sexes vie with each 

* Other in the art of Decoration ; and as luusl the stronger 
' carries it,' 

Our Professor, wbetber be have Humgur himaelf or 
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110% manUests k cotain feeling of the Ludicroiu, a ilj 
obeervance of it, which, conM emotion of any kind be ' 
confideatlj predicated of aoatiU a man, we might call a 
real love. None of tboae bell-girdlei, buahel-breeobe^ 
comuted thoea, or other the lilce phenomena, of which - 
the History of Dreai offers bo many, CBC^»e him ; more 
CBpecially the miarfiancea, or atrikuig adTcntnrea, incident 
to the we&rera of such, are noticed with doe fldeli^. Sir 
Walter Raleigh'ii fine mantle, which he spread in the mud 
nndet Queeu Elizabeth*8 feet, iqipeara to |soToke little 
enthuBiaam in him; he merely aaka, Whether at durt 
period th^ Maiden Queen ' wa> red-painted on the nose. 
' and white-painted on the cheeke, as her tirewomen, 
< when from spleen and wrinklei she would no longer 
' look in any glass, were wont to serve her?' We oan 
answer that Sir Walter knew well what he was doiim;. 
and had the Maiden Queen been stuffed parchment dyed 
in Terdigris, would hare done the same. 

Thus too, treating of those enormous habiliments, that 
were not only slashed and galooned, but artificially awoU 
len out on the broader parts of the body, by introductioa 
of Bran,— our Professor fiuls not to comment on that 
luckless Courtier, who having seated himself on a chair 
with eome projecdng nail on it, and thereirom rising, to 
pay his devoir on the entrance of Majesty, instantaneously 
emitted several pecks of dry wheat-duet : and stood there 
diminished to a spindle, his galoons and slashes dangling 
sorrowful and flabby round him. Whereupon the Pro- 
fessor publishes this reflection : 

*By what strange chances do we live tn History f 
* Erortratus by a torch ; Milo by a bullock ; Henry Dam- 
*Iey, an unfledged booby and 'bustard, by his limbaj 
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' moM Kings and Qiieen* by bciiig bom under inch and 
'wch A ba^ttttxr; Boileau Dnpreaux (aceOTding- to 
' Hdtethu) hj the peck of a tuxkey ; and tbu iU-atarnd 
' kifindHal by a rrait in hia breechea. — ftir no Memoiriit 
' (rf Kaser Otto'a Court omits faim. V&io waa the pt^ybr 
' ef 'nienuatodee for a talent of Forgetting : my Friendi, 
'yield cheerfiillyto Desti]iy,andread«mceit is written.' 
— Has TeufeladiGckh to be pot in mind that, nearly 
relBied to the impoaiible talent of Forgetting, stonda that 
talent of Silence, which even trarelUng Englishmen 
manifest ? 

'The simplest costume,' obserrea OUT Professor, ' which 
.' I anywhere find alluded to in History, is that uaed as 

* regimental) by Bolivar's Cavalry, in the late Columbian 
' wars. A square Blanket, twelve feet in diagonal, is 

* provided (some were wont to cut off the comers, and' 
' make it circular) : in the centre a slit is effected 

* ughteea iucbes long ; throi^h this the mother-naked 
' Tnoptt introduces his head and neck ; and so rides 
' shidded from- all weather, and in battle &om many 
' atrokea (for he rolls it about his left arm) ; and not 

* only dressed, but harnessed and draperied.' 

With which picture of a State of Nature, afiecting by 
its singularity, and Old-Roman contempt of the super- 
fluous, we shall quit this part of our subject. . 
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CHAPTER Viri. 

TBB TTOBLD OUT OF CtOTBKB. 

If in the Deecriptive-Historical Portion of this Volume, 
TeufelBdrGdih, dieciUBing merely the Werden (Ori^n 
and successive Improveineut) of Clotliea, has astonished 
taaay a reader, much more will he in the Speculative* 
Philosophical Portion, which treatfi of their Wirkeji, or 
Influences. It ia here that the present Editor fint feels 
the pressure of his task ; for here properly the higher 
and new Philosophy of Clothes commences : an untried, 
almost iaconceiTahle region, or chaos : in venturing 
upon which, how difGcult, y^ how unspeakably impor- 
tant is it to know what course, of survey and conquest, 
is the true one ; where the footing is firm substance and 
will bear us, where it is hollow, or mere cloud, and may 
engulf us I Teufelsdruckh undertakes no less than to 
expound the moral, political, even religious Influences 
of Clothes; he undertakes to make manifest, in its thou- 
sandfold hearings, this' grand Piopositioo, that Man's 
earthly interests ' are all hooked and buttoned together, 
' and held up, by Clothes.' He says in so many words, 
' ' Sociefy is founded upon CSoth ;' and again, ' Society 

* aails through the Infinitude on Cloth, as on a Faust's 
' Mantle, or rather like the Sheet of clean and unclean 

* beasts in the Apostle's Dream ; and without such 
' Sheet or Mantle, would sink to endless depths, or 



uGoogIc 



TBI WCttU) OUT or CLOTHES. 51 

* mount to inane limboct, and in either case be no 
cxare.' 

By what chaioi, or indeed infinitely complected 
tiiRuet, of Meditation thia grand Theorem is here un- 
folded, and innumerable practical Corollariea are drawn 
therefrom, it were perhapa a mad amUtion to attempt 
exhibiting. Our Ptofeaaor'a method H not, in any 
caae, that of common achool Logic, where the truths 
all stand in a row, each holding by the skirts of the 
other; but at beat that of practical Reason, proceeding 
by large Intuition over whole systematic groups and 
kingdoms ; whereby, we might say, a noble complexity, 
atmoat like that of Nature, mgns in his Philosophy, or 
spiritual Picture of Nature : a mighty maze, yet, as ftith 
whispers, not without' a plan. Nay we complained 
above, that a certain ignoble complexity, what wc must 
call mere confusion, was also diacmiihlc. Often, too, 
must we exclaim : Would to Heaven those same Bio- 
graphical DocuisentB were come I For it seems as if the 
demonstration lay much in the Author'a indiTiduality; 
as if it were not Ai^ument that had taught him, but 
fixperience. At present it is only in local glimpaea, and 
by aignificont fragments, picked often at wide enough 
interrsli from the criginsl Volume, and carefully col- 
lated, that wc can hope to impart some outline or fore- 
shadow of this Doctrine. Readers of any intell^ence 
are once more invited to favour ns with their most con- 
centrated attention : let these, aftor intense conaiden- 
'tion, and not till then, pronounce. Whether on the 
utmoat verge of our Actual horizon there is not a looming 
as of Land ; a promise of new Fortunate Islands, perhaps 
whole undiscovered Americas, for such as have canvass 
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to Mit thither V — As exordium to the vhple, itaad htxe 
the following long citation : 

' With men of a Bpeculative turn,' writes Teufels^ 
-' druckh, ' there come Beaiona, meditatire, sweet, yet 
' awful hoiin,'when in vronder and fear yon ask yourself 

* that unanswerable question : Who ami; the thing that 
' can aay ** I " {dot Weten das sich Icb nentW) ? The 

* world, with its loud trafBckingiietiTes into the dlBtanoe; 
' and,' through the paper-hangings, and stone-wallt, and 

* thick-plied tissues of Commerce and Polity, and all the 

* living and lifeless Integuments (of Society and a Body), 
' wherewith your Existence sits surrounded, — the sight 
' reaches forth into the void Deep, and you are alone with 
' the Universe, and silently commune with it, as one 
' mysterious Presence with anotheT., 

' Who am I ; what is this Mb 7 A Voice, a Motion,' 
' an Appearance ;— some embodied, visualised Idea in 
' the Eternal Mind? Cogito ergo tvm. Alaa, poor 
' CogitatoT, this takes ns but a little way. Sure enough, 
' I am ; and lately was not : but Whence ? How ? 
' W)iereto7 The answer lies around, written in all co- 
' lours and motions, uttered in all tones of jubilee and 

* wail, in thouaand-figured, thousand-voiced, harmonious 
' Nature : but where is the cunning eye and ear to whom 
' that God-written Apocalypse will yield articulate meao- 

* ing ? We sit as in a boundless Phantasmagoria and 

* Dream-grotto ; bouBdleaa, for the faintest star, the r^- 
' motest century, lies not even nearer the verge thereof: 

* tounilB and many-coloured visions flit round our sense; 

* but Him, the Uaslumbering, whose work both Dream 

* and Dreamer are, we see not ; ezc^t in rare hal£- 
' waking mokuents, suspect not. Creation, says one, lies 
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* Woie m, Ukd a glorious Rainbow ; but tlw Sun thst 

* mftde it lies bebind us, hidden firom us. Th^, in tb&t 
' strange Dream, how ve clutch at shadows as if the; 

* woe substances ; and sleep deepest while fsncyiug «ir- 

* selres most awake t Which of your FiuIostipluGal 

* Systems is other than & dream- theorem ; a net quotient; 

* confidently given out, where divisor and dividend are 
'both unknown? What are all your uatioosl Wars, 

* with their Moscow Retreats, and sanguiiiary hate-61Ied 
' Revolutions, but the Somnambulism of uneasy Sleepers P 
' This Dreaming, this Somnambulism is what we on 

* Earth call Life; wherein the most indeed undoubtingly 
' wander, as if they knew right hand from left; yet they 
' only are wise who know that they know nothing. 

' Pity that all Metaphysics had hitherto proved so in' 

* expressibly unproductive 1 The secret of Man's Being 
' is still like the Sphinx's secret : a riddle that he csn- 

* i>ot rede ; and for ignorance of which he sufiere death, 
' the worst death, a spiritual. What are your Axioms, 
' and Categories, and Systems, and Aphorisms? Words, 

* words. High Air-.caatles are cunningly built of Words^ 
' the Words well bedded also in good Logic-mortar ; 
' wherein, however, no Knowledge will come to lodge. 
' 7Ae whole is greater than Ihe part : how exceedingly 
' true ! Natrtre abhors a vacuum : how exceedingly 
' false and calumnious ! Again, Nothing can act but 

* where ii is : with all my heart ; only wbsbk is it? Be 

* not the alaye of Words : is not the Distant, the Dead, 
' while I love it, and long for it, and mourn for it. Here, 

* in the genuine sense, as truly aa the floor \ stand on ? 

* But tlKtt same Wsbrb, with its brother Whbh, are 
' from the first ibe maater-colourB of our Dteam-groUo ; 
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' my rather, the CaaTiiea (the warp snd voof thereoO 
' whereon all our Dreams and Life-viBiona are painted. 

* NeTCTtheleis, has not a deeper meditation taught certain 

* of every climate and age, that the Whxrb and Wbbh, 
' so myflteiiously inBeparable from all our thought!, are 
'but superficial teneEtrial adhesions to thought; that 
' the Seer may discern them where they mount up out of 

* the celestial ErxRTwasRE and Fohsver : have not all 

* nations conceived their Ood as Omnipresent and Eter- 
' nal ; as existing in a universal Hekk, an everlasting 
' Novr ? Think well, thou too, wilt find that Space is 

* but a mode of our human Sense, so likewise Time ; 
' there is no Space and no "fime : ,Wb are — we know 

* not what ; — light-sparkles floating in the eether of 
' Deity I 

' So that this BO aolid-seeming World, after all, were 
' but an air-image, our Mr the only reality ; and Nature, . 
'with its thousandfold production and destruction, but 
' the reflex of our own inward Force, the " phantasy of 
' OUT Dream ;'' or what the Earth-Spirit in Fauft namea 
' it, the livaig visible Garment of God : 
' " In BeiD^* floods, in Action'i ilonn, 

I wlXk and wotk. above, beseath. 

Work and weave in eadlna roatiDn I 

BJTth and Death, 

An inSuita ocean ; 

A seiiing Bod giving 

The fin) of the Liiing: 

'Ti) tbui at the roaring Loom of Time I pljr, 

And waave for God the Ganneol thou weit Him br.' ' 
' Of twenty millions that have read snd spouted this 
' thunder-speech of the Erdgeitt, are thtre yet twenty 
.' units of us that have learned the meaning thereof?' 
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' It wsB in loine such mood, when wearied and fore- 

* done with tHe«e high specnlatiaiu, that I fint came 
' upon the queation of Clothea. Strange enough, it 
' BtriioB toe, is this sbios fact of there being Tailors and 
' TaUored. The Hone I ride haa hia own wh«^ fell: 
' atrip him of tlie girths and flapa and extraaeoua tags I 

* hare fastened round him, and the noble creature is his 
' own aempster and weaver and epinn'er : nay his own 

* bootmaker) jeweller, and man-milliner ; be bounda free 
' thioagb the ndleya, with a perennial rainproof court- 
' auit on his body ; wherein wannth and easiness of fit 
' have reached perfection ; nay, the graces also have been 
' considered, and frills and fringes, with gay Tariety of 

* colour, featly appraded, and ercr in the right place, 
' are not wanting. While I — good Heaven I— have 
' thatched myself over with the dead fleeces of sheep, 
' the bark of vegetables, the entrails of worms, the hides 
' of oxen or seals, the fdt of furred breasts ; and walk 
' abroad a moving Rag-screen, overheaped with shreda 
' and tattera razeed Irom the Charnel-house of Nature, 
' where they would have rotted, to rot on me more 
' slowly 1 Day after day, 1 must tbatcb myself anew ; 
' day afler day, this despicable diatch must lose some 
' film of its thickneaa ; some film of it, frayed away by 
' tear and wear, must be brushed i^ into the Aehpit, 

* into the Laystall ; till by degrees the whole baa been 

* brushed thither, and I, the duat^making, patent Rag- 
' grinder, get new material to grind down. subter- 
' hnitish I vile I most vile I For have not I too a com- 
' pact all-enclosing Skin, whiter or dingier? Am I a 
' botched mass of tailors' and cobblers' shreds, then ; 
' or a tightly-articulated, hom(^neous little Figure, 
' automatic, nay alive P 
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' ' Strange enough how creUtireB of the human-ldiid 
' shot their eyes to plainest &cts ; and by the. mere 

< inertia of Oblivion and Stupidity, live at ease in the 

< midBt of Wondeiv and Tenrora. But indeed man ia, 
' and was always, a blockhead and dullard ; much rea~ 
'dier to feel and digest, than to think and consider. 
' Prejudice, which be pretends to hate, if his abaolute 
' lawgiverj mere use-and-wont everywhere leads him by 
' the nose : thus let but a Rising of the Sun, let but a 
' Creation of the World happen twice, and it ceases to 
' be marTellons, to be noteworthy, or noticeable. Per- 

* baps not once in a lifetime does it occur to your ordi- 

* nary biped, of any country or generation, be he gold- 
' mantled Prince or ruBset-jerkined Peasant, that his 

* Vestments and bis Self are not one and indivisible ; 
' that he it naked, without vestments, till he buy or steal 
' snch, and by forethought sew and button tbem. 

* For my own part, these considerations, of our Clothes- - 
' thatch, and how, reaching inwards even to our heart of 
' hearts, it tailotises and demoralises us, fill me with a 
' certain horror at myself and mankind ; almost as one 
' feels at those Dutch Cows, which, during the wet sea- 
■ son, you see grazing deliberately with jackets and pet- 
' ticoats (of striped sacking), in the meadows of Gouda. 
' Nevertbeless there is something great in the moment 
' when a man first strips himself of adventitious wrap- 
' pages ; and sees indeed that he is naked, and, as Swifl 
> has it, " a forked straddling animal with bandy legs;" 
' yet also a Spirit, and unutterable Mystery of Mysteries.' 
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CHAPTER IX. 



ADAMITISH. 



Let no courteoui reader talce offence at the opinion! 
faroBched in the concluaioa o( the last Chapter. The 
Editor himself, on firat glancing over that aingular pas- 
sage, waa inclined to exclaim : What, have we got not 
only a Sansculottist, but an enemy to Clothes in the 
abatract? A new Adamite, in this century, which flat- 
ters itself that it ia the Nineteenth, and deatxuctive both 
to Supentidod and Enthuaiaam ? 
. Conaider, thou foolish TeufelsdrSckh, what benefits 
unspeakable all ages and sezea derive from Clothea. 
For esample, when thou thyaelf, a watery, pulpy, slobbery 
Ireahman and new-comer in this Planet, sattest muling 
afii puking in thy nurse'a arms; aucking thy coral, and 
looking forth into the world in the blankest manner, 
what badst thou been, without thy blankets, and bibs, 
and other nameless hnils ? A terror to thyself and man- 
kind ! Or hast thou forgotten the day when thou first 
receivedat breeches, and thy lo&g clothes became shtut ? 
The village where thou hvedst was all apprised of the 
fact; end neighbour after neighbour kissed thy pudding 
cheek, and gave thee, as handsel, silver or copper coins, 
on that the firat gala-day of thy existence, Again, wert 
not thou, at one period of life, a Buck, or Blood, or 
Macaroni, or Incroyable, or Dandy, or by whatever 
d3 
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name, BccoTding to year and pUce, nicfa jrtwnomenon u 
distill guished ? In that one word lie included mysteriouB 
volnmes. Nay, now when the reiga of folly i» over, or 
altered, and thy clothes are not for trinmph but for de- 
fence, hast thou alw«ya worn them perforce, and oa a con- 
sequence of Man's Fall ; never rejoiced in them as in a 
warm morabie House, a Body round thy Body, wherein 
that strange Tbrs of thine sat snug, defying all variations 
of Climate? Oirt with thick double-miUed kerseys; half- 
buried under ehawb and broadbrims, and overalls snd 
mudboots, thy rery linger* cased in doeakin and mittens, 
thou hast bestrode thst ' Horse L ride ;' and, though it 
were in wild winter, dashed through the world, glorying 
in it as if tbou wert its lord. In vain did the sleet heat 
round thy temples ; it lighted only on thy impenelraUe, 
felted or woven, case of wool. In vain did the winds, 
howl, — forests sounding and creaking, deep calling unto 
deep, — end the storms heap themtelves together into 
one huge Arctic whirlpool : thou fleweit through the 
middle thereof, strikiog Gre from the hi^way; wild 
music hummed in thy ears, thou too wert ae a ' sailor of 
the air ;' the wreck of matter and the crash of worlds was 
thy element and propitiously wafting tide. Without 
Clothes, without Int or saddle, what hadst than Deen ; 
what had thy fleet quadruped been? — Nature is good, 
but she is not the best,: here truly was the victory of Art 
over Nature. A thunderbolt indeed m^;ht have pierced 
thee ; all short of this thou couldst defy. 

Or, cries the courteous reader, ^as your Teufelsdifickh 
forgotten what he said lately about ' Aboriginal Savages,' 
and their ' condition miserable indeed ?' Would he have 
all this unsaid j and us betake ourselves again to the 
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, 'matted alMk,' and go ■heeted in a *tbi«k nittunl 
fell?' , , 

NowiM, oouite<MB reader 1 lite Fiokmar knowa full 
. well what lie ie «ayii%] and both diou and we, ia 9ur 
Itaite, do liiiQ wrong. If Clotliee, in tb.t» timea, 'bo 
. tailoriae and demoralise ua,' hare thtj iw redeeming 
value; can they notbealtend to aerve better ; must they 
of neceraity be thrown to the dogsF The truth ia, 
TeufeladrOckb, though a Suwculottiat, ia no Adamite: 
and much perhapa aa he might wish to go forth before 
thia degenerate age ' as a Sign,' would nowise wish to 
do it, as those old Adamites did. in a state of Nakedneae. 
The utility of Clotiies is altt^ther apparent to him : nay 
perhaps he haa an insight into their more recondite) and 
almost myadc qualitieB, what we might call de omni- 
potent virtue of Clothes, such as was never b^ore vouch- 
safed to any man. For example : 

' You see two individuals,' he writes, ' one dressed in 
' fine Red, the other in coarse threadbare Blue : Red 

* says to Blue, " Be hanged and anatomised ;" Blue 
'hears with a shudder, and (O wonder of wonders!) 
' maicbea sorrowfully to the gallows i is there noosed up, 

* vitvates his hour, and the surgeons dissect him, and fit 
' his bones into a skeleton for medical purposes. How 

* ia this ; or what make ye of your NothtHig can act bvt 

* where it it i Red has no physical hold of Blue, no 
' elvich of him, is nowise in contact with him : oeither 
' are those ministering Sheri£b and Lord-Lieutenants and 
' Hfugmea and Tipstaves ao related to commanding 
' Red, that he can tug them hither and thither ; but each 
' atauda distinct within bis own skin. Nevertheless, as 

* it is spoken, so is it done : the articulated Word sets all 
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' theii work. 

"blinking mder, the leaaon leemB t>> me twofold: 

' Fint, that Jfon is a Spirit, 4nd bound by inviaible 

' bonda to Alt Men ; Secondly, that he wears Clothes, 

• ' whicli are the visible' emblems of that fact. Has not 

* your Red hangmg^^Dditidual a borsebair wig, squirrel 
' skins, and a pluib gown : wheiebj all mortals know that 
' ha is a Jcnoa ? — Society, which the more I think of it 
' astonishes me the moie, is founded upon Cloth. 

' Oflen in my atrabiliar moods, when I read of pompous 
' ceremonials, Frank&rt CoronstJons, Royal Drawing' 

* rooms, Lereea, Couchees ; and how the ushers and 
' macera and pursuivants are all in waiting ; how Dukb 
' this is presented by Archduke that, and Colonel A by 
' General B, and innumerable Biahops, Admirals, and 
< miscellaneoUB Functionaries, are advancing gallantly to 
*the Anointed Presence; and 1 strive, in my remote 
' pftvacy, to form a clear picture of that solemnity, — on 
' a sudden, as by some enchanter's wand, Uie — shall t 

* spe^ it ? — the Clodies fly off the whole dramatic corps ; 

* and Dukes, Grandees, Bishops, Genemls, Anointed 
' Presence itself, every mother's son of them, stand 
' straddling there, not s shirt on them ; and I know not 
' whetbet to iaugh or weep. This physical of psychica! 
' infimuty, in which perbaps I am not singular, I have, 

* after hesitation, thought right to publish, for the solace 
' of those afficted with the like.' 

Would to Heaven, say we, thou hadst thought right to 
keep it secret ! Who is there now that can read the five 
columns of Presentations in lue Kfoming Newspaper 
without a shudder? Hypochondriac m^ and all meii 
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are to a cartain extent bypoclumdiuc, ihonld be mote 
gently treated. With what readinen our fancy, in tbis 
■battered state of tbe nervea, follow* oat the conteqaencea 
wbicb Teufelsdiuckb, with a deviligb coolneai, goea ob 
to draw: 

'What would Majerty do, could such an acddeDt 
.' be&U in reality ; abould the buttons all «imultaaeouslf 

* atari, and the aolid wool eraporate, in very Deed, a 
'herein Dream? Aek GoU! How each ikulka into 

* the nearest hiding-place ; their high State Tragedy 

* {Haupt' und StaaU-Actian) becomea a Pickleherring- 
' Farce to weep at, which is the worst kind of Farce ; (Av 

* tablet (according to H<»race), and with them, the whole 
' fabric of GioTernment, Legislation, Property, Policet 

* and Civilised Society, are diuolved, in waila and 
' howls.' 

. Lives the man that can figure a naked Duke of Wis- 
dleetraw addieseing a naked House of Lorda ? Imagi- 
nation, choked as in mepfaitic aii, recoils on itself, and 
will Dot forward with the pkture. The Woolsack, 
the Ministerial, the Opposition Senches — infandvml 
infandwn! And yet why is tbe thing impoadble? Waa 
not every soul, or rather every body, of tbeae Gnardiana 
of our Liberties, naked, or nearly so, last night; * a 
forked Radiah with a head fantastically carved ?' And 
why might he not, did our stem Fate so order it, walk 
out to St. Stephen's, as well as into bed, in that no- 
faahion ; and there, with other similar Radishes, hold a 
Bed of Justice ? ' Solace of those afflicted with the 
like !* Unhappy TeufelsdrSckb, bad man ever such a 

* physical or psychical infirmity ' before ? And now how 
many, perbaps, may thy unparalleled conGesaion (which 
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we, even td the Bounder BritiBh world, and goaded on by 
Critical and Biographical duty, grudge to re-impart) in- 
curably infect therewith t Art thou the maligneit of 
SaniculottiBtB, or only the maddeat ? 

' It will remain to be examioed,' adds the insxarable 
TeuieladiCckh, ' in how &t the Scarecrow, at a 
' Clothed Penon, is not also entitled to benefit of clergy, 
' and En^iah trial by jury : nay, perhape conaiderii^ his 
' high function (for ia not he too a Defender of Property, 
' andSoTOieigliarmedwiththefemn-t of theLaw?},taa 
' ctrtain royal Immunity and InviDlability ; which, bow- 
* ever, miim and the meaner claaa of pereona are not 
' alwaya rolimtaiily diapoaed to grant him.' * * 

* * * O my Friends, we are (in Yorick Sterne's 
' words) but aa " tuikeys driven, with a stick and red 
' clout, to the market :" oi if some 'driTCrs, aa they do 
' in Norfolk, take a dried blodds and put peaa in it, the 
' rattle thoeof terrifiea the boldest !' 
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CHAPTER X. 



PUAK niAaON. 



It must new be apparent eoougli that our Profeuor. as 
abore hinted, ia a tpecnlative Radical, and of the very 
darkest tinge; acknowledging, for most patt, in the 
aolamnitiea and paraphemalia of dviliaed Life, which we 
make ao much of, nothing but lo many Cloth-raga, 
turkey-poles, and * Bladders with dried Peas.' To linger 
among suoh epeculations, longer than mere Science re- 
quires, a discerning public can have no wish. For oiir 
purposes the nmple lact that inch a Naked World is 
possible, nay actually exists (under the Clothed one), 
inll be BuScient. Much, therefore, we omit about 
' Kings wrestling naked on the green with Carmra,' and 
the Kings being thrown : ' dissect Uiem with scalpels,' 
says TeufelsdrOckh ; ' the same viscera, tissues, liTOrs, 

* lights, and other life-tackle are there : esamiae their 

* spiritual mechanism ; the same great Need, great Greed, ' 

* and little Faculty ; nay ten to one but the Carman, who 
' imderstanda draught-cattle, the rimming of wheels, 
' something of the laws of unstable and stable equili- 
■ bnum, with other branches of waggon-science, and has 
' actually put forth his hand and operated on Nature, is 
' the more cunningly failed of the two. Whence, then, 
'their BO unspeakable difiereiice? Fiom Clothes.' Much 
also we shall omit about confusion of Ranks, and Joan 
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aod My Lady, tnd how it would be every where ' Hail 
fellow well met,' and Chaos were come again : all which 
to any tme that hae once fairly pictured out the grand 
mother-idea. Society m a stale of NeAedness, will 
spoDtaneouBly euggeet itself. Should some sceptical 
individual atill entertain doubts whether in a World 
without Clothes, the smallett Politeness, Polity, or even 
Police, could exist, let him turn to the original Yolume, 
tmd view there the boandlesB Serboniaa Bogs of Sana- 
fulottism, stretching sour and pestilential : over which 
we have Ughtly flown ; where not only whole armies hnt 
whole nations might sink! If indeed the fallowing 
ailment, in its brief rivetting emphasis, be not of itself 
incontrovertible and final : 

* Are we Opossums ; have we natural Pouches, like 
' the Kangaroo ? Or how, without Clothes, could wc 
' poeseBB die master-OTgan, eoul's-seat, and true pineal 
* gland of the Body Social : I mean, a Pdrbe?' 

Nevertheless it ia impossible to hate Profeaaor Teu- 
felsdrGckh ; at worst, one knows not whether to hate or 
to love him. For though in looking at the fair tapestry 
of human Lifi^ with its royal and even sacred figures, he 
dwells not on the obverse alone, but here chiefly on the 
' reverse ; and indeed turns out the rough seams, tatters, 
and manifold thrums of that unsightly wrong-side, with 
an almost diabolic patience and indiflerence, which must 
have sunk him in the estimation of most readers, — there 
ia that within whicb unspeakably distinguishes him from 
all other past and present Sansculotlists. The grand 
unparalleled peculiarity of Teufelsdiuckh is, that with all 
this Descendentalisra, he dombioes a Transcendentalism 
no less superlative ; whereby if on the one hand he de- 
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grade nun below most animalB, except thoBC jacketted 
Gouda Cowi, he, on the other, exults' him beyond the 
TOible Heavena, almost to bq equality with the godi. 

' To the eye of vulgar Logic,' taya he, ' what is man ? 
' An (»nniTorouB Biped that wean Breeches. To the 
^ eye of Pure Reason what is he ? A Soul, a Spirit, 
'and divine Apparition. Round his mysterious Ms, 

* there lies, under all those wool-rags, a Garment of Flesh 

* (or of Senses), contextured in the Loom of Heaven ; 
' wheieby he is revealed ta tut like, and dwells with 
' them in Union and Division ; and tees and fashions for 
^ himself a Univene, with azure Starry Spaces, and long 
' Thousands of Years. Deep-hidden is he under that 

* strange Garment; amid Sounds and Colours and 

* Forma, as it were, swathed in, and inextricably over- 
' shrouded : yet it is skywoven, and worthy of a God. 
' Stands he not thereby in the centre of Tmmowties, in 
' the conflux of Eternities f He feels; power has been 
' given him to Know, to Believe ; nay does not the spirit 

* of Love, free in its celestial primeval br^htness, eVen 

* here, though but for moments, look through ? Well 

* said Saint Chrysostoro, with his Lps of gold, " the true 

* Shekinah is Man :" where else is the God'b-Pkb- 
' SBHCK manifested not to our eyes only, but to our 
' hearts, as in our fellow man ?' 

In such passages, unhappily too rare, the high Pla- 
tonic Mysticism of our Author, which is perhaps the 
fundamental element of his nature, bursts forth, s« it 
were, in full flood: and, through all the vapour and 
tarnish of what is often so perverse, so mean in his 
^Eterior and environment, we seem to look into a whole 
inward Sea of light and Love ; — thoygh, alas, the grim 
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ctt pp e iy cloildi itxni roll togedter again, ud hide it from 
view. 

Sadi tendency to Mytdonn i> ereiy where tneeable 
in this man ; and iiidced, to attoitiR tmdera, nniit have 
been long ago apiwent. Nothing that he aeea but hn 
more than a common meaning, but lua two meanings : 
tfaiia, if in the higheat Impoial Sceptre and Charlantgne- 
Mantle, aa well as ia the pooreat Qz-goad and Oipay 
Blanket, he finda Froae, Decay, Cootemptibilityi then 
ia m eadi aort Poetry alao, and a reverend Wwth. ¥ta 
Matter, were it never so despicable, i* Spirit, the mam- 
featation of Spirit : were it nerer m boDonrable, can it be 
more ? The thing Viublei nay the thing Imagined, the 
thing in any way conceived as ViaiUe, what a it but a 
Omnnent. a Clothing of the highn', celestial Inviaiblef 
' nuiiugiDBble, formleu, dark with exceas <tf bright?' 
Under which p<nnt ttf view the following paiaage, «o 
•tiai^ in purport, to atrauge in phraoe, aeenu charsc- 
teriatic enough : 

' The beginning of all Wisdom is to look fixedly on 
' Clothes, or even with armed eyesight, till they bectane 
' trantparent. " The Philosopher," says the wisest of 
' diis ^ije, " must atation himself in the middle;" how 
' true I The Philosopher is be to whran tha Highest 
' has descended, and the Lowest baa njounted up ; who 
' it the equal and kindly brother of all. 

* Shall we tremble before clothwebt and cobwebs, 
* whethn woven in Arkwright looms, or by the silent 
' Amchnes that weave unrestingly in our Iroaginatioa ? 
' Or, on the other hand, what ia there that we cannot 
' love i since all was created by God ? 

' Happy he who can look through the Cbthce of a 
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' Man (ihe woollca, and fleihly, and offidol Builc-pKper 

* and State-paper Clothes), into tbe Man faimeelf j and 
' diwera, it may be, m thii or &t otber Dread Foteatate, 

* a more or Un incompetoit D^ettive-apparatus; yet 

* also an inacrutable venerable Mystery, in the meaneet 

* Tiaictx that seea with eyes I' 

f'oT the Test, at is uatiual to a man of thia Idnd, bt 
deals much in the feeling of Wander ; innate on the ne- 
cessity and high worth of universal Wonder ; which lie 
holds to be the only reasonable temper for the denisen 
of so singular a Planet as ours. ' Wonder,' says he, ' is 
' the basis of Worship : Hk reign of wonder is pemmial, 
' indeatractifole in Man ; only at certain stages (as the 
' present), it is, for some short season, a reign rn partiltui 
' mfiitelifim.' That progresa of Scioice, which is to 
destroy Wonder, aitd in its stead substitute Mensutstion 
and Numeration, 6n(b small iavour with TeafelsdrSekfa, 
mudi as he otherwise venerstes these two latter pto- 
cessea. 

* Shall your Sdmce,' exclaims he, ' proceed in the 
' small chink-lighted, or even oil-lighted, underground 

* workshop of Logic alone; and man's mind become an 
' Arithmetical Mill, whereof Memory is the Hopper, and 
' men lUtlea of Sines and Tangents, CodiScation, 'and 
' Treatises of what you call Political Economy, are the 

* Meal ? And what ia that Science, which the scientific 
' hsad alone, were it screwed off, and (like the Doclar'a 

* in the Arabian Tale) set in a basin, to keep it alive, 

* could prosecute without shadow of a heart, — but one 

* other of the mechsnical and menial handicrafts, for 
' which the Scientific Head (having a Soul in it) is too 

* noUe an oi^aa ? I mean that Thought without Re- 
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' verence is barren, perhaps poIsoDous; at l>est, dies like 

* Cookery with the day that called it forth ; does not 
' live, like sowing, in successive tilths and widei-epread- 
' ii^ harresta, bringing food and plenteous increase to 

* all Time.' 

In such wise does TeufelsdrOckh deal hits, harder or 
softer, according to ability ; yet ever, as we would fain 
persuade ourselves, with charitable intent. Above all, 
that dasa of * Logic-choppers, and treble-pipe Scoffers, 
and professed Enemies to Wonder ; who. in these days, 
so oumerouBly patrol as night-constables about the 
Mechanics' Institute of Science, snd cackle, like true 
Old-Roman geese and goslings round their Capitol, on 
sny alarm, or on none; nay who often, as illuminated 
Sceptics, walk abroad into peacetUe society, in tiilt 
daylight, with rattle and lantern, and insist on guiding 
you and guarding you therewith, though the Sun is 
shining, andithe street populous with mere justice' 
loving men :* that whole class is inexpressibly weari- 
some to him. Hear with what uncommon animation 
he perorates : 

' The man who cannot wonder, who does not habitu- 

* ally wonder (and worship), were he President of innu- 
' merable Royal Societies, and carried the whole Mica- 
' nique C&leste and HegePs Philosophy, and the epitome 
' of all Laboratories and Observatories with their results, 
' in his single head, — is but a Pair of Spectacles behind 

which there is no Eye. Let diose who have Eyes look 
' through him, then he may be useful, 

* Thou wilt have no Mystery and Mysticism ; wilt walk 
' through thy world by the sunshine of what thou calleat 
' Truth, or even by the Hand-lamp of whst I call At- 
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tomey Logic; and " explain" all, "account" for all, 
or bdieve nothing of it? Na;, Uiou wilt attempt 
laughter ; whoeo lecognigea the uufathomahle, all-per> 
vading domun of MyBtery, which is everywhere under 
our feet and among our hands; to whom the Univene 
is an Oracle and Temple, as well as a Kitchen and 
Cattle-ttall, — he shall be a (delirious) Mystic; to him 
thou, with sniffing charity, wilt protrusiTcly pro&r thy 
HaiuUarop, and shriek, as one injured, when he Idcki 
bis foot through it? — Armer Teufel! Doth not thy 
Cow calve, doth not thy Bull gender? Thou thyself, 
wert thou not Born, wilt thou not Die? "Explain" 
me alt this, or do one of two things : Retire into private 
places with thy foolish cackle ; or, what were better, 
give it np, and weep, not that the reign of wonder is 
done, and God's world all diBembellisbed and prosaic, 
but that thou hitherto art a Dilettante and landblind 
Pedant' 
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CHAPTER XI. 

rROspBCTivi. 



Tbb Philosophy of ClotheB is now to all reftders, aa ve 
piedicted it would do, unfolding itaelf into new boundleas 
expaniioDS, of a. cloadcspt, almost chimerical aspect, yet 
not without azure looiningB in the fai diatance, and 
strealcB as of an Elyaian brightneas ; the highly qnes- 
ttmable puqxxt and promiae of wbich it ia becoming 
more and more important for na to ascNtain. Ia that a 
real Elyaiau brigbtnese, cries many a timid vay&rer, or 
the reflex of Patidemonian lavs J la it of a tru^ leading 
us into beatific Asphodel meadows, or the yellow-bnming 
marl of a Hell-on-Earth ? 

Our Professor, like other Mystics, whether delirious 
or inspired, gives an Editor enough to do. Ever higher 
and dizzier aie the heights be leads us to ; more piercing, 
all-comprehending, alt-confbundiag are bis views and 
glancea. For example, this of Nature being not an 
Aggregate but a whole : 

' Well sang the Hebrew Psalmist: "If I take the 
wings of the morning and dwell in the uttermost parts 
of theuniverse, Giod is there." Thau too, O cultivated 
reader, who too probably art no Pealraist, but a Prosaist, 
knowing Gob only by tradition, knowest thou any cor- 
ner of the world where at least Forcb is not? The 
drop which thou ehakest fri»n thy wet hand, reata not 
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' where it falb, but to-morrow thou findest it swept sws; ; 
■ already, on the wingi of the Korthwind, it is neariag 

* the Tropic of Cancer. Mow came it to evaporate, and 
'not Ue motianless? Thinlteat thou there is &ught 

* motionlesB ; without Fotce, and utteriy dead ? 

' Aa I rode through the Schwarawald, I said to myself: 
' That little fire which gluwa atai'like acroaa the dark- 

* growing (_nacktende) moor, where the sooty smith 

* beads ovei his anvil, and thou hopest to replace thy 
' loat horae-ahoe, — is it a detached, separated speck, cut 
' off from the whole Univeiae ; or indisaolubly joined t9 
' the whole ? Thou fool, that unithy-lire was (primarily) 
'Idodled at the Sun; ia fed by air that circulates fri»a 
' before Noah'aDeluge,frombeyond the Dogstar; therein, 
' with Iron Force, and Coal Force, and the ftr stronger 

' Force of Man, ate cunning affinities and battles and ' 
' victorie* of Force brought about : it is a little ganglion, 
' or nervous centre, in the great vital system of Immensity. 
' Call it, if thou wilt, an unconscioua Altar, kindled on 
' the boaom of the All ; whose iron sacriBce, whose iron 
' snu^ and influence reach t^uite through the All ; 
' whoie Dingy I^eat, not by word, yet by brain and 
'sinew, pieachea forth the mystery of Force ; nay 
' {veachea forth (exoterically enough) one little textlet 
' from the Gospel of Freedom, the Gospel of Man's 
' Force, commanding, and one day to be all-com- 

* manding. 

' Detached, separated ! I say there a no such wptun- 
' tion : nothit;^ hitherto was ever stranded, cast aside ; 
' but alt, were it oidy a withered leaf, works together 
' with all ; is borne forward on the bottomlesa, shoreless, 
' flood of Action, aod Uvea through perpetual meta- 
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■: morphoww. The witlKied Itkf is Mt dcmd and lort,' 
' there are Forces in it and uotmd it. though woikiDg iir 
' inverse order ; die how could it rot J DesfHse not the 
' tag fnon whidi nuoi nukee Paper, or the litter £nsn 
' which the Earth makes Corn. Rightly viewed no 

* meanest object it insignificant ; all objects are 'aa 
' windows, through which the philosophic eye looks into 
' Infinitude itself.' 

Again, leaving that wondrous Schwaizwald Smithy- 
Altar, what vacant, high-sailing air-ahips are these, and 
whidter will they sail with ns ? 

' All visible things are Emblems ; what thou seeat is 

* not there on its own account ; strictly taken, is not there 
' at all : Mattor exists only spiritually, and to repteseat 
' some Idea, and bodj/ it forth. Hence Clothes, na 
' despicable as we think them, are so unspeakably sig- 

* aificant. Clothes, ^m the King's mantle downwaidi, 

* are Emblematic not of want only, but of a manifold 

* cunning Victory over Want. On the other hand, all 
' Emblematic things are properly Clothes, thoi^ht-woven 
' or hand-woven : must not the Imagination weave 
' Garments, visible Bodies, wherein the else invisible 
' creations and inspirations of our Season are, like 

* Spirits, revealed, and first become aU-powerful; — the 

* T^iher if, as we often see, the Htmd too aid her, and 
' (by wool Clothes or otherwise) reveal such even to the 
' outward eye F 

* Men are properly said to be clothed with Authority, 
' clothed with Beauty, with Cniaes, and the lilK. Nay, 
' i£ you connder it, what is Man himself, and his whole 
' terrestrial Life, Intt an Emblem j a Clothing or viaibk 

* Qumoit tai that divine Mb of his, cast hither, like a 
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' IJght-pvtida, down from HcBTen F Thus ia be uid 
'■ aba to bs clothed with a Bodjr. 

* LaiigBige ia called the Oannent of Thoi^ht : bow- 
^ CFcr, it Bhoohl lather be, Langaage ia the Fleah-Gn- 

* ment, tJie Body, of Thought. I . aaid that ImE^nation 
t»oret]uB Flesb-Gaiment ; and doea ahe not? Meta- 

* phora are her atuff: examine Langnsge; what, if 70a 
' except EOme few primitive elements (of natural aomd), 
' irtiat is it all hut Metaphors, rect^niaed as such, or no 
' longer recognised ; still fluid and florid, or now solid- 
' grown and colourless P If those same primitive elements 
' are the osaeous fixtures in the Flesh- Garmeut, Lan- 
' guage, — then are Metaphors its muaclea and tisiuea 
' and living integuments. An unmetaphoric'al Btyle you 
' ahall in vain aeek for ; is not your very Aitention a 
' Stretchmg-to? The difference lies here: some styles 
' are lean, aduat, wiry, the muscle itself teems oaseous • 

* some are even quite pallid^ hunger-bitten, and dead- 
' looking ; while others again glow in the flash of health 
' and vigorous self-growth, sometimea (as in my own 

* caae) not without an apoplectic tendency. Moreover, 
' there are aham Metaphors, which overhanging that aame 

* Thoi^ht's-Body (best naked), and deceptively bedizen- 
' ing, or bolstering it but, may be called ita falae atuffinga, 
' aaperfluouB sfaow-doaks (^PuU-Maulel), and tawdry 
'woollen rags; whereof be that runs and reads may 
' gather whole hampers, — and bum them.' 

Than which paragraph on Metaphors did the reader 
ever chance to see a more surprisingly met^borical ? 
However, that ia not our chief grievance ; the Professor 



' Why multij^y instances? It is written the Heasens 
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' ancT the Earth thall fade away like a Vesture ; which 
' indeed they are : the Time-veBtuie of the Eternal. 
' WbataoeTer«eiuiblyeiista,whatsaeTerrepTeaents Spirit 
* to Spirit, ia properly a Clothing, a suit of Raiment, 
' pDt on for a teaaon, and to be laid off. Thus in this 
' one pregnant aufaject of Clotbbs, rightly underatood, 
' ia included all that men have thought, dreamed, done, 
' andheen: the whole External Univerae and what it holds 
' ia but Clothing ; and the essence of all Science lies in 
' the Philosoprt of CLOTHEa.' 

Towards tfaese dim in finitely- expanded regions, close' 
bi»dering on the impalpable Inane, it ia n<^ without 
apprehension, and perp^ual difQculties, that the Editor 
sees himself journeying and atru^ling. 1^11 lately a 
cheerful dayBtai of hope hung before him, in the expected 
Aid of Hofrath Heuichrecke ; which daygtar, however, 
melts now, not into the red of morning, hut into a vague, 
gray half-%ht, uncertain whether dawn of day or dusk 
of utter darkness. For the last week, thcee so-called 
Biographical Doenments are in bis hsnd. By the kind- 
ness of a Scottish Hamburgh Merchant, whose name, 
known to the whole mercantile world, he must Dot men- 
tion; but whose honourable courteay, now and ofien 
before spontaneously mamfested to him, > mere literary 
stranger, hft cannot soon fwget, — the bulky Weiasnichtwo 
Packet,withall its Customhouse seals, foreignhieri^lyphs, 
and miscellaneous tokens of Travel, arrived here in 
perfect safety, and free of cost. The reader shall now 
fancy with what hot haste k was broken up, with what 
breathless expectation glanced over ; and, alas, with what 
unquiet disappointment it'hss, since then, been often 
thrown down, snd sgain taken up. 
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Hofradi Heiuchreclce, in a too long-winded Letter, 
full of complimeots, WeiusiditTra politica, dinners, 
dining reparteeB, and other ephemeral trivialitiea, pro- 
ceeds to remind ub of vhat ve knew welt already i that 
howerei it may be with Melaphyticm and other abitnct 
Science originating in the Head {Verttand) alone, no 
Ufe-Philoiophy (_LebenspkUotophie), such as this of 
Clothes pretenda to be, which originates equally in the 
Character (GemutA), and equally speaks thereto, can 
attain its si^ificance till the Character itself is known 
and seen ; ' till the Anthor's View of the World ( fVeltan- 

* sickt), and how he actively and passively came by such 

* view, are clear : in short till a Biography of him has 
' been philoeopbico-poetically written, and philosophico- 
' poetically read.' ' Nay, adds he, ' were the specula- 
' tive scientific Truth even known, you still, in this in- 

* quiring age, ask yourself. Whence came it, and Why, 
' and How ?— and rest not, till, if no better may be, 
' Fancy have shaped out an answer ; and either in the 
' authentic lineaments of Fact, or the forged ones of 
' Fiction,]a complete picture and Genetical History of the 

* Man and his spiritual Endeavour lies before you. But 
' why,' says the Hofrath, knd indeed say we, ' do I dilate 
' on the uses of our Teufelsdriickh's Bii^p^phy? The 
' great Herr Minister Von Goethe has penetratingly re- 
' madced that " Man is properly the only object that 
' intereats man :" thus I too have noted, that in Weisi- 
' ntchtwo OUT whole conversation is little or nothing 
' else but Biography or Autobiography ; ever humano- 

* anecdotical (menicklick-anecdotiich). Biography is by 
' nature the most universally profitable, universally 
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* pleaauit of all things : especially Biog^i^y of dietm- 
' guished individuala. 

' By thiH time, mein Verehrlesler (my Mott Ei- 
' teemed),' contJnueH he, with an eloqoeuce which, ualees 
thewoidsbe purloiaed&amTeufel«lT5cl(h, or aometiick 
of faia, u we auapect, is well nigli unaccouatable, ' by 

* this time you are fairly plunged (verlieft) in that mi^bty 

* forest of ClotheS' Philosophy ; and looking round, as 

* all readers do, with astonishment enough. Such por- 
' tioDS and passages as you have already mastered, and 
' brought to paper, could not but awaken a strange curio* 

* sity touching the mind they israed tirom ; the perhaps 
' unparalleled psychical mechanism, which manufactured 
' such matter, and emitted it to the light of day. Had 
' Teufelsdrockh also a father and mother ; did he, at 
' one time, wear drivel-bibs, and live on spoon-meat? 
' Did he ever, in rapture and tears, clasp a friead's 
' bosom to his ; looks he also wistfully into the long burial- 
' aisle of the Past, where only winds, and tlieir low harsh 
' moan, give inarticulate answer? Has he foUght duels j 
' — good Heaven ! how did be comport himself when in 

* Love ? By what singular stair-steps, in short, and 
' subterranean passages, and sloughs of Despair, and 
' steep Pisgah hills, has he reached this wondeiFul pro- 
' phclic Hebron (a true Old-Clothes Jewry) where he now 
' dwells? 

* To all these natural questions the voice of public 
' History is as yet silent. Certain only that he has 

* been, and is, a Pilgrim, and Traveller from a far 
' Country ; more or leas footsore and travel-soiled ; has 
'parted with road-compamons ; fallen among thieves, 
' been poisoned by bad cookery, blistei^d with b 
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* neTOtbeleM) tt erery itage (for the; hne let him 

* puB), hu had the Bill to diich&rge. But the whole 
' particnlan of his Route, his Weather- obBcryatJonit 

* the pictnreiqtie Sketches he toolc, though all regularly 

* jotted dovQ (in indelible aympathetic-ink by an in- 

* visible interior Penman), are theie nowbete , forth- 

* coming ? Perhapa quite lost : one other leaf of that 
' mighty Volume (of humui Memory) Left to fly abroad, 

* UDprinted, unpublished, unbound up, as waste paper ; 
' and rot, the sport of rainy winds ? 

' No, verekrteMler Herr Herautgeber, in no wise ! 1 

* here, by the unexampled favour you stand in with our 

* S^e, aend not a Biography only, but an Autobiogra- 
' phy : at least the materiala for such ; where&om, if I 

* misreokon not, your perspicacity will draw fullest in- 

* s^|;ht ; and u the whole Philosophy and Philosopher 

* of Clothes stands clear to the wondering eyes of Eng- 

* land, nay thence, through America, through Hindoetan, 
' and the antipodal New Holland, finally conquer (etn- 
< nehmen) great part of this terrestrial Plantf !' 

And now let the sympathising reader judge of our 
feeling when, in place of this same Autobiography with 

* fiilleat inngbt,' we find — Six considerable PAPBa-SAos, 
caiefully sealed, and marked successiTely, in gilt China- 
ink, with the symbols of the Six southern Zodiacal Signs, 
bc^nnii^; at Libra ; in the inside of which sealed Baga 
lie miscellaneout masses of Sheets, and ofteaer Shreds 
and Snips, written in Professor TeufelsdiGckh's acarce- 
legible curnv-schnfl ; and treating of all imaginable 
things under the Zodiac and above it, but of his own 
personal history only at rare intervals, and then in the 
roost enigmatic manner ! 
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Whole fascicles there are, wherein the ProfeMor, or, 
as he here speaking in the third person calls himself, 
' the Wanderer/ is not once named. Then again, 
amidat what seem* to be a Metapbyiico-theological Dis-- 
qiUEition. ' Detached Thoughts on the Steam-engine,* 
or, ' The continued Possibility of Prophecy,' we shall 
meet with some quite private, not unimportant Biogni- 
phical fact On certain sheets stand Dreams, authentic 
or not, while the circumjacent waking Actions are omit- 
ted. Anecdotes, ofleoest without date of place or time, 
fly loosely on separate slips, like Sibylline leaves. In- 
tetspersed also are long purely Autobiographical delinea- 
tions, yet without connexion, without recognisable co- 
herence ; so unimportant, go superfluously minute, they 
almost remind us of * P. P. Clerk of this Parish.' Thus 
does famine of intelligence alternate with waste. Se- 
lection, order appears to be unknown to the Professor. 
In all Bags the same imbroglio; only perhaps in the 
Bag Caprieom, and those near it, the confusion a littie 
worse confounded. Close by a radier eloquent Oration 
' On receiving the Doctor's-Hat,' lie wasbhills marked 
hetahli (settled). His Travels are indicated by the 
Street* Advertisements of the various cities he has visited; 
of which Street-Advertisements, in most living tongues, 
here is perhaps the completest collection extant. 

So that if the Clothes-Volume itself was too like a 
Chaos, we hnve now instead of the solar Luminary that 
should still it, the airy Limbo which by intermixture will 
farther volatilise and discompose it ! As we shall per- 
haps see it our duty ultimstely to deposit these Six Paper- 
Bags in the British Museum, ferther description, and alt 
vituperation of them, may be spared. Biography or A u- 
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tobii^liraphy «£ Teufelsdiockh there ia, cleaily enougli, 
none to be gleaned here : at nxnt some sketchy, ehadovy, 
fugitive likenesB of him may, hy unheard-of efforts, paxtly 
of intellect, partly of imagination, on the side of Editor 
and of Reader, riEe up between them. Only &b a 
gaseous- ch&otic Appendix to that aqueous-chaotic Volume 
can the contents of the Six Bags hover round ub, and 
portiona thueof be incorporated with our delineation 
of it. 

Daily and nightly does the Editor sit (with green 
spectacles) deciphering these unimaginable Documents 
irom their perplexed cvrnv-schrifi ; collating them with 
the almost equally unimaginable Volume, which stands 
in legible print. Over such a universal medley of high 
and low, of hot, cold, moist and dry, is he here struggling 
(by unitHi of like with hke, which is Method) to build a 
firm Bri^e fot British travellers. Never parhaps since 
our first Bridge-builders, Sin and Death, built that 
stupendous Arch from Hell-gate to the Earth, did any 
Pontiiex, <tr Pontiff, undertake such a task as the present 
Editor. For in this Arch too, leading as we humbly 
presume, far otherwardi than that grand primeval one, 
the materials are to be fished up from the weltering deep, 
and down from the simgiering air, here one mass, there 
another, and cunningly cemented, while the elements 
boil beneath : nor is there any supernatural force to do 
it with ; but simply the Diligence and feeble thinking 
Faculty of an English Editor, endeavouring to evolve 
printed Creation out of a Cierman printed and written 
Chaos, wherein, as he shoots to and fro in it, gatherii^, 
clutching, piecing the Why to the far-distant Wherefore, 
his whole Faculty and Self are like to be swallowed up. 
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Patiently, under these inceaMnt toils and agitatioai, 
does the Editor, diBmissing all anger, see bis otherwite 
robuBt health dechning ; some fraction of hie allotted 
natural sleep nightly lesving. htm, and httle hut an 
inflamed nerrouB-Byatem to be looked for. What is the 
uBe of Health, or of Life, if not to do some work there- 
with ? And what work nobler than tranBplantitig foreign 
Thought into the barren domestic soil; except indeed 
planting Thought of your own, which the fewest are 
privilfged to do ? Wild as it looks, this Philoaophy of 
Glothea, can we ever reach its real meaning, promises to 
reveal new-eoming Eras, the first dim rudimenta and 
already-budding germs of a nobler Era, in Universal 
History. Is not such a prize worth some striving? 
Forward with us, courageous reader; be it towards 
Aulure, or towards Buccess ! The latter thou sbarest 
with u«,. the former also is not all our own. 



uGoog[c 



BOOK II. 



uGoog[c 



i„Goog[c 



CHAPTER I. 



In a psycholo^cal point of view, it ii perhap* question- 
able whether from birth and genealogy, how closely 
scruliniBed ftocrer, much insight is to be gained. Nerer- 
thelesc, as in every phenomenon the Beginning remains 
always the most notable moment; so, with regard to any 
gre«t mao, we rest not till, for our scientiGc profit or 
not, the whole circumstances of his first appearance in 
this Planet, and what manner of Public Entry he made, 
are with ntmost completenees rendered manifest. To 
the Genesis of our Clothes-Philosopher, then, be this 
First Chapter consecrated. Unhappily, indeed, he seems 
to be of quite obscure extraction ; uncertain, we might 
almost say, whether of any : so that this Genesis of hit 
can properly be nothing but an Exodus (or transit out 
of Invisibility into VisibiUty) ; whereof the preliminuiy 
portion is nowhere forthcoming. 

' Ib the village of Entepfuhl,' thus writes he, in the 
Bag Ltbra, on various Papers, which we arrange with 
difficulty, ' dwelt Andieaa Futteral and his wife; child- 
' less, in still seclusion, and cheerful though now verging 
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' towards old age. Andrew had been grenadier Sts- 
' geant, and even regimeotal Scboolmatter under Fie- 
' derick the Great ; but now, quitting the halbert and 
' ferule for tbe spade and pnining-hook, cultivated a 
' little Orchard, on the produce of which be, Clnciii- 
' natus-tike, lived not without dignity. FruilSf the 
' peach, the ap|)le, the grape, with other varieties came 

* in their aeuon ; all which Andreas knew how to sell : 
' va evenings he smoked largely, or read (bb beaeenieil 
' a r^mental Schoolmaster), and talked to ndghbonrs 
' that would listen about the .Victory of Rossbach ; snd 
' how Fritz the Only (der Einxige) bad once with bia 

* own royal lips spoken to him, had been pleased to say, 

* when Andreas as camp-sentinel demanded the pan* 
' word," ScAweif^ Z>u Hund (Peace, hound !)" before any 
' of his Btofl-adjutants could answer- *' D<u nenn 'ieh 
' mir einen Kanig, thera is what I call a King," w<»ild 

* Andreas exclaim : " but the smoke of Kuneradorf wag 

* atill smarting bis eyes." 

* Gretchen, the housewife, won like Desdemona by 
' the deeds rather than the looks of her now veteran 

* Othello, lived not in altogether military subordination i 

* for, as Andreas said, " the womanldDd will not drill 
' (wer kimn die Weiberchen dressiren) :" nevertheless 
' she at heart loved him both for valour and wisdom ; 
' to her a Prussian grenadier Sergeant and Begiment's- 
' Schoolmaster was little other than a Cicero and Cid : 
' what you see, yet cannot see over, ia aa good as infinite. 

* Nay, waa not Andreas in very deed a man of order, 
' courage, downrigbtness {Geradheit) ; that understood 
' fiiiBching'a Gei^apby, had been in tbe victory of 
' RoBtbach, and left for dead in tbe camisade of Hocb- 
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* kirch ? Tlie good Chetctien, for tit itet fietting, 

* watched over him and holered round hiili, u only a 

* ttne houumolher can : aasiduouBly the cooked and 
' sewed and aoonred for him ; so that not only hi< old 
' regimental iword and grenadier>cap, hot the whole 
' habitatian and environment, where on pegs of honour 
' they hung, looked ever trim snd gay : a roomy painttd 
' Cottage, embowered in fruit-trees and forest-trees, ever- 

< greens and honeysuckles ; rising many-coloured Irom 
' amid shaven grass-plots, flowers struggling in through 
' the very windows ; under ita long projecting eaves 

' nothing but garden-tools in methodic piles (to screen . 

* them from rain), and seats, where, especially on sum- 
' mer nighta, a King might have wished to sit and 

< smoke, and call it his. Such a Bauergut (Copyhold) 
' had Oretchen given her veteran ; whose sinewy arms, 
' and long-disused gardening talent, had made it what 
' you saw. 

' Into this umbrageous Man's^est, one meek yellow 
' evening or dusk, when the Sun, hidden indeed from 
' terrestrial Gntepfuhl, did nevertheless journey visible 
' and radiant along the celestial Balance (Libray, it was 

* that a Stranger of reverend aspect entered ; and, with 
' grave salutation, stood before the two rather astonished 

* housemates. He was close-muffled in a wide mantle ; 
' which without farther parley unfolding, he deposited 
' therefrom what seemed some Basket, overhung with 

* green Persian silk ; saying only : Ihr Heben Leute, 

* hier bringe ein wngchHtzbares Verleiken; nehmt as in 
' oiler Aeht, torgfaltigst benHtxl ei ; mk hohem Lohn, 
' oder vDohl mit tcfnoerem Zinien, wircPs eintt xur&ch' 

* gefordert, " Good Chnstasn people, here Uet for you 
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* an iiiT&luable Loui j take all heed thereof, in alt 
' careAilnees employ it : with high recompciue, or else 
' with heavy peo&lty, will it one day be required back." 
' Utteiing which singular wonU, in « clear, bell-like, 
' for ever memorable tone, the Stranger gracefully with- 
' drew ; and before Andreas or his wife gazing in ex- 

* pectant wonder, had time to fashion either quettion or:. 

* answer, was clean gone. . Neither out of doors could 

* aught of him be Been or heard ; he had vanished in the 
' * thicketB, in the dusk ; the Orchard-gate stood quietly 

* closed : the Strainer was gojie once and always. So 

* sudden had the whole transaction been, in the autumn 
' atillnese and twilight, so gentle, noiseless, that the Fnt- 
' terals could have fancied it all a trick of Imsginaldtm, 

* or some visit from an authentic Spirit. Only that the 
' green silk Basket, such as neither Imagination nor 

* authenUc Spirits are wont to carry, still stood visible 
' and tangible on their little parlour-table. Towards 
' this the astonished couple, now with lit candle, hastily 

* turned their attention. lifting the green veil, to see 
' what invaluable it hid, they descried there, amid down 
' and rich white wrappages, no Pitt Diamond or Haps- 
' bu^ R^lia, but in the softest sleep, a Uttle red- 
' eoioured In&nt ! Beside it, lay a roll of gold Fried- 
' hcfae, the exact amount of which was never publicly 
' known ; also a Taufsehein (baptismal certificate), 

* wherein unfortunately nothing but the Name was 
' decipherable ; other document or indication none 
' whatever. 

* To wonder and canjectuxe was unavailing, then and 
' always ^ncefoith. Nowhere in Entepfuhl, on the 
' morrow or next day, did tidinp tnnspire of any auch 
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* fifpre as tbo- Stranger; nor could the Traveller, who 
' liad poaaed through the neighbouhng Town in coacfa- 
' and-fuur, bo connected with thia Apparition, except in 
' the way of gratuitous Nirmiae. Meanwhile, for An- 
' dreaa and hia wife, the grand practical problem was : 

* What to do with thia little sleeping red-coloured In- 
'feat? Amid amazeraenta and cunoeitiee, which had 
' to die awa; without external Ratia^ng, they reaolved, 
' as in inch circumatauces charitable prudent people 
' needs muat, on nursing it, though with spoon-meat, 
' into whitraeia, and if postuMe into manhood. The 

* He&Tcns smiled on their endeavour : thus has that same 
' mysterious Individual ever since had a status for him- 
' self, in this visible Universe, some modicum of victual 
' and lodging and parade-ground ; and now expanded 
' in bulk, faculty, and knowledge of good and evil, he, 
' as Hkrr DiofiRNBs TedpbudrOckb, professes or is 
' ready to profees, perhaps not altogether without effect, 
' in the new University of Weiaanichtwo, the new 
' Scioice of Things in General.* 

Our Philoeopher declares here, as indeed we should 
think he well might, that these facts, first communicated, 
by the good Gretcfaen Futteral, in his twelfth year, 
' produced on the boyish heart and fancy a quite inde- 
' lible impression. Who this reverend Personage,* he 
says, ' th^ glided into the Orchard Cottage when the 
' Sun was in Libra, and then, as on spirit's wings, 
' glided out again, might be? An inexpressible desire, 
' full of bve and of sadness, has often since struggled 
' widiin me to shape an answer. Ever, in my distreases 
' and my loneliness, has Fantasy turned, full of longing 
' {leknsuchtsDoU), to that unknown Father, who per- 
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' hRpB far from me, perh&pa near, either my inTuible, 
' might have taken me to liie paternal bosom, there to lie 

* screened from many a woe. Than beloved Father, 
' dost thou BtiU,shut out fronLmeonly by thin penetrable 
' curtains of earthly Space, wend to and fro among the 
' crowd of the living ? Or art thou hidden by those far 
' thicker curtains of the Everlasting Night, or rather of 

* the Everlasting Day, through which my mortal eye 
'and outstretched arms need not strive to reach? 
' Alas ! I know not, and in vain vex myself to know. 

* More than once, heart-deluded, have I taken for thee 
'this and the other noble-looking Stranger; and ap- 
' proacbed him wistfiiUy, with inSnite regard : but he 
' too must repel me, he too was not thou. 

* And yet, Man bom of Woman,' cries the Auto- 
biographer, with one of his sudden whirls, * wherein is 
' my esse peculiar ? Hadst iboa, any more than I, a 
' Father whom thou kooweat ? The Andreas and 
' Gretchen, or the Adam and Eve, who led thee into 
' Life, and for a time suckled and pap-fed thee there, 
' whom thon namest Father and Mother ; these were, 

* like mine, hut thy nursing-father and nursing-mother : 

* thy true Beginning and Father is in Heaven, whom 

* with the bodily eye thou shalt never behold, hut only 
' widi the spiritual.' 

' The little green veil,' adds he, among much similar 
moralising, and embroiled discoursing, ' I yet keep; 
' still more inseparably the \ame, Diogenes Teufels- 

* druckh. From the veil can nothing be inferred : a 
' piece of now quite faded Persian silk, like thousands 
' of others. On the Name I have many times medi- 
' tated and conjectured ;'but neither in this lay there 
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' any clue. TEat it was my unknown Father's name I 
'must hesitate to believe. To no purpoK have I 
' aeHrched throu^K all the Herald's Books, in and with- 

* out the German Empire, and through all manner of 
' SubBcriber-Lists (iVtinumeronlen), Militia-RallB,and 

* other Name-catalogues ; extraordinary names as we 

* have in Germany, the name TeufelsdrOckh, except as 

* appended to my own person, nowhere occurs. Again, 

* what may the unchristian rather than Christian ** Dio- 
' genes" mean ? Did that reverend Basket-bearer in- 

* tend, by such designation, to shadow forth my future 
' destiny, or his own present malign humour ? Per- 

* haps the latter, perhaps both. Thou ill-starred 

* Parent, who like an Ostrich must leave thy ill-starred 
' offspring to be hatched into self-Bupport by the mere 
' sky-influences of Chance, can thy pilgrimage haye 
' been a smooth one ? Beset by Misfortune thou doubt- 

* less hast been ; orindeed by theworst figure of Miilbi- 

* tune, by Misconduct. Often have I fancied how, in 

* thy hard life-battle, thou wert shot at and slung at, 
' wounded, hand-fettered, hamstrung, browbeaten and 
'bedevilled, by the Time-Spirit (Zeitgeist} in thyself 
■ and others, till the good soul first given thee was seared 

* into grim r^ ; and thou hadst nothing for it but to 
' leave in me an indignant appeal to the Future, and 
' living speaking Protest against the Devil, as that same 
'Spirit not of the Time only, but of Time itself, is well 
' named ! Which Appeal and Proteat, may I now mo- 

* deatly add, was not perhaps qvite lost in air. 

* For indeed as Walter Shandy often insisted, there 

* is much, nay almost all, in Names. The Name is the 
' eariiest Garment you wrap round the Earth-vtuting 
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' Me ; to which it theaceforth cleavn, more tenncioiuly 

* (f(Tr there are Names that have lasted aigh thirty cea- 
' turiet) than the very skin. And now from without, 
' what mystic influences does it not send inwards, erea 

* to the centie ; especially in those plastic fint-times, 
' when the whole soul is yet infantine, eof^ and the in- 
' visible seed-grain will grow to be an all over-ihadowing 
'tree! Names? Could I unfold the influence of Names, 
' which are the most important of all Clothings, I were 
' a second greater Trismegistus. Not only all common 
' Speech, but Science, Poetry itself is no other, if thou 
' consider it, than a right Naming, Adam's first task 
' was giving names to natural Appearances : what is 
' OUTS still but s continuation of the same ; be the Ap- 
' pearances ezotic-Tegetable, clonic, mechanic, stars, 
' or starry movements (as in Science) ; or (as in 

* Foeby) passions, virtues, calamities, God- attributes, 
' Gods ? — la a very plain sense the Proverb says. Call 
' one a tkief and he vnll steal; in an almost similar 

* sense, may we not perhaps say. Call one Diogene* 
' Teufeltdrockk and he mil open the J^ilosopki/ of 
' Clothes: 

' Meanwhile the incipient Diogenes, like others, all 
' ignorant of his Why, his How or Whereabout, was 
' opening his eyes to the kind light ; sprawling out bis 
' ten fingers and toes; listening, tasting, feeliog ; in a 
' word, by all his Five Senses, still more by his Sixth 
' Sense of Hunger, and a whole infinitude of inward, 
' spiritual, half awakened Senses, ebdeavouring daily to 
' acquire for himself some knowledge of this strange 
' Universe where he had arrived, he his task therein 

* what it might. Infinite was his progress ; thus in 
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' some fifteen montha, he could perform the miracle of 
' — Speech ! To breed a fresh Soul, is it not like 
' brooding a fresh (celeilial) Egg; wherein as yet all is 
'formless, powerless; yet by degrees organic elements 
' and fibres shoot through the watery albumen; and out 

* of vague Sensation, grows Thoi^ht, grows Fantasy 
' and Force, and we have Philosophies, Dynasties, nay 

' Poetries and Religions 1 ^ 

* Young Diogenes, or rather young Gneschen, for by 

* such diminutive had they in their fondness named him, 
' travelled forward to those high consummations, by 
' quick yet easy stages. The Futterals, to avoid vain 
' talk, and moreover keep the roll of gold Friedrichs safe, 
' gave out that he was a grand-nephew ; the orphan of 
' some Bister's daughter, suddenly deceased, in Andreas's 
' distant Prussian birth-land ; of whom, as of her indi- 
' gent sorrowing widower, little enough was known at 
' Entepfiihl, Heedless of all which, the Nurseling took 
' to hia spoon-meat, and throve. I have heard him 
' noted as a still infant, that kept his mind much to 
' himself; above all, that seldom or never cried. He 

* already felt that time was precious ; that he had 
' other work cut out for him than whimpering.' 

Such, after utmost painful search and collation among 
these miBcellaneoua Paper- masses, ia al! the notice we 
can gather of Herr Teufeladrockh'a genealogy. More 
imperfect, more enigmatic it can seem to few readers 
than to us. The Professor, in whom truly we more and 
more discern a certain satirical turn, and deep under- 
currents of roguish whim, for the preaent stands pledged 
in honour, so we will not doubt him : but seems it not 
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conceiv&ble that, by the ' good Gretchea Futteral,' or 
tome other perhaps interested party, he has himself 
been deceived 7 Should these Sheets, traDslated or not, 
ever reach the Entepfuhl CirculatiDg'Library, some cul- 
tivated native of that district might feel called to afford 
explanation. Nay, since Booka, liVe invisible scouts, 
permeate the whole habitable globe, and Tombiictoo 
itself is not safe ^m British Literature, may not some 
Copy find out even the mysterious Basket-bearing Btnn- 
ger, who in a state of extreme senility perht^ stilt 
exists; and gently force even him to diaclose himself; to 
claim openly a son, in whom any father may feel pride? 
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' Happt season of Childhood !' exdaiins Teufeb- 
dr6clch : ' Kind Nature, that art to all a bountiful 
' mother ; that visitcat the pooi man's hut with auroral 
' radiance; and for thy NurseUng hast provided a aoft 
' swathii^ of Ijove aod infinite Hope, vherein he naxea 

* and alumfaera, danced-round (umgHukeil) by sweetest 

* Dreams ! If the paternal Cottage still shuts us in, its 
' roof still screens us ; with a Father we have as yet a 
' prophet, prieat and Idng, and an Obedience that makes 
' us Free. The young spirit has awakened out of Eter- 

* nity, and knows not what we mean hy Time; as yet 

* Time is no fast-hurrying stream, but a sportful sunlit 
' ocean ; years to the child are as ages : ah ! the secret 
' of Vicissitude, of that slower or quicker decay and 
' ceaseless downrushing of the universal World-fabric, 
' from the granite mountain to the man or day- moth, ia 
' yet unknown ; and in a motionlesB Universe, we taste, 
' what afterwards in this quick-whirling Universe is fbr- 
' ever denied us, the balm of Rest. Sleep on, thou fiur 
' Child, for thy long rough journey is at hand ! A little 

* while, and thou too shalt sleep no more, but thy very 

* dreams shall be mimic battles; thou too, with old 
' Amaold, must say in lOern patience: " Rest? Rest? 
' Shall I not have all Eternity to rest inF" Celestial 
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' Nepenthe ! though a Pynhna conquer empires, and an 
' Alexander sack the world, he finds Uiee not ; and thou 

* hast once fallen gently, of thy own accord, on the eye- 

* lids, on the heart of every mother's child. For aa yet, 
' sleep and waking are one: the fair Life-garden rustles 
' iniinite around, »iid everywhere is dewy fragrance, and 
' the budding of Hope ; which budding, if in youth, too 
' frostnipt, it grow to flowers, will in manhood yield no 

* fruit, but a pdckly, hitter-rinded stone-fruit, of which 
' the fewest can find the kemeh' 

lo such rose-coloured light does our Professor, as 
Poets are wont, look back on his childhood ; the histo- 
rical details of which (to say nothing of much other 
vague oratorical matter) he accordingly dwells on, with 
an almost wearisome minuteness. We hear of EntepAihl 
standing ' in trustful derangement ' among the woody 
slopes; the paternal Orchard flanking it as extreme out- 
post from below; the little Kuhbach gushing kindly by, 
among beech-rows, through river afler river, into the 
Donau, into the Black Sea, into the Atmosphere and 
Universe ; and how ' the brave old Linden,' stretching 
like a parasol of twenty ells in radius, overtopping all 
other rows and clomps, towered up from the central 
Agora and Campus Mardus of the Village, like its 
Sacred Tree; and how the old men sat talking und^ it» 
shadow (Gneschen often greedily listening), and the 
weaned labourers reclined, and the unwearied children 
sported, and the young men and maidens often danced 
to flute-uiusic. ' Glorious summer twilights,' cries Teuf- 
elsdrockh, * when the Sun like a proud Conqueror and 

* Imperial Taskmaster turned his back, with his gold- 
' purple emblazonry, and all his fire-clad bodyguard (of 
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*■ Pmmatic Colours) ; and the tired brickmaken of this 
' clay Earth might steal a little frolic, and those few 
* meek Stars would not tell of them !' 

Then we have long details of the Weinlesai ( Vintnge), 
the Harvest-Home, Chrietmas, and so forth; with a 
whole cycle of the £ntepfuhl Children's-gamea, differing 
apparently by mere superficial shades from those of 
other countries. Concemii^ all which, we shall here, 
for obv'ouH reaaons, say nothing. What cares the world 
for OUT as yet miniature PhiloBopher's nchierements under 
Aat ' brave old Linden ?' Or even where is the uee of 
such pracdcal reflections aa the following ? ' In all the 
' sports of Children, were it only in their wanton break- 
' ages &nd defacements, you eball discern a creative 
' instinct (Schaffeden Trieh) ; the Mankin feels that he 
' is a born Man, that his vocation is to Work. The 
' choicest present you can make him is a Tool ; be it 
' knife or pengun, for construction or for destruction ; 
' either way it is for Worii, for Change. In gregarious 
' sports of skill or strength, the Boy trains himself to 
' Co-operation, for war or peace, as governor or go- 
' vemed : the little Maid again, provident of her domestic 
' destiny, takes with preference to Dolls.' 

Perhaps, however, wc may give this anecdote, consi- 
dering who it is that relates it : ' My first short-clothes 
' were of yellow serge ; or rather, I should say, my first 
' short doth, for the vesture was one and indivisible, 
* reaching from neck to ankle, a mere body with foul' 
' limbs : of which fashion how little could'I then divine 
' the architectural, how much less the moral signi^- 
' ficance!' 
More graceful is the following little picture : ' On fine 
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'^evenii^ I wm wont to cury forth ray supper (bread- 

* oumb binled in milky, sod eat it out of doors. On the 
' coping of the Orchard-wall, -which I could reach hj 
' climbing, or etill more eauly if Father Andreas would 
' tetupthe pTuning-Iadder, my poiringer was placed: 

* there, many a auneet, have I, loc^ii^ at the distant 

* western Mountains, consumed, not without relish, my 
' evening meal. Thoae hues of gold and azure, that hush 

* of World's expectation as Day died, were still a He- 
' brew Speech for me ; nevertheless I was looking at the 
' fiur illuminated Letters, and had an eye for their 
' giUing.' 

With ' the little one's friendship for cattle and pooltiy' 
we shall not much intermeddle. It may be that hereby 
he acquired a ' certain deeper sympathy with animated 
' Nature :' but when, we would ask, saw any man, in a 
collection of Biographical Documents, such a piece as 
this: ' ImpressiTe enough (bedeuttingsnoil) was it to 
hear, in early morning, the Swineherd's horn; and 
know that so many hungry happy quadrupeds were, on 
all sides, starting in hot haste to join him, for breakfast 
on die Heath. Or to see them, at eventide, all march- 
ii^; in again, with short squeak, almost in military 
wder ; and eachi topographically correct, trotting off in 
succession to the right or left, through its own tane, to 
its own dwelling; till old Kunz, at the Village-head, 
aim left alone, blew his last hlaat, and retired for the 
sight. ■ We are wont to love the Hog lehiefly in the 
fsrm of Ham ; yet did not these bristly thick-skinned 
befngs here manifest intelligence, perhaps humour of 
ohioacter; at any rate, a touching, trustful submiBsive- 
nCMt to MaD,-^who were he but a Swineherd, in darned 
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* gtbirdine, and leathra breeche* mora KMinUing tltie 
' or ditcoloured tin breecbei, is itill the Hierarch of thh 
' lower world ?' 

It is munbdned, bj HelvetiuB tnd hii set, that an 
infaut of genius is quite the same aa any other in^t, 
floly that certaiik sarprisingly ftvoorable inflaences ac- 
company him through life, especially through childhood, 
and expand him, while others lie close-folded and ctm- 
tinne dunces. Herein, say they, consisti the whole 
difference between an inspired Prophet and a double- 
barrelled Qame-preserTeT ; the inner man of the one has 
been fostered into generous development; that of the 
otjier, crushed down perhaps by vigour of animal digea- 
ion, and the like, has exuded and. evaporated, or at best 
sleeps now irresuscitably gtagnant at the bottom of bis 
stomach. ' With which opinion,' cries TeufelsdiOclch, 
I should as soon agree as with this other, that an acorn 
might, by favourable or unfavourable influences of soil 
and climate, be nursed into a cabbage, or the cabb^;e- 
seed into an oalc. 

' Nevertheless,' continues he. ' I ton acknowledge the 
all but omnipotence of early culture and nurture: 
hereby we have either a doddered dwarf bush, or a 
high'towuing, wide-shadowiog tree ; either a sick yellow 
cabbage, or an edible, luxuriant, green one. Of a truth, 
it is the dnty of all men, especially of all philosophers, 
to note down with accuracy the characteristic circum- 
stances of thdr Education, what furthered, what hin- 
dered, what in any way modified it : to which duty, 
nowadays so ptesdng for many a German Auto- 
biograpber, I also zealously ^dress myself.' — Thou 
rogue! Isit by short-clothes of yellow ae^ and swine- 
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herd boina, that bd infant of geniui is educated ? And 
.yet, aa usual, it ever remaine doubtful whether be it 
laughing in his sleeve at these Autobiographical timea 
of ouTB, or writing &om the abundance of hii own fond 
ineptitude. For he oontiQuea : ' If among the ever- 
' eUxaming currents of Sights, Hearinga, Feelings ii>r 
' Pain or Pleasure, whereby, ae in a Magic Hall, young 
' Gneschen went about environed, I might venture to 
' select and specify, perhaps these following were also of 
' the number ; 

' Doubtless, as childish sports coU ^forth Intellect, 
' Activity, so the young creature's Imagination was 

* stirred up, and a Historical tendency given him by the 
' narrative habits of Father Andreas ; who, with his 
' battle-reminiscences, and grey austere, yet hearty 
' patriarchal aspeot, coidd not hut appear another Uiyssea 
' and " Much-enduring Man." Eagerly I hung upon 
' his tales, when hstening neighbours enlivened the 
' hearth : from these perils and these travels, wild and 
' far almost a« Hades itself, a dim world of Adven- 

* tiure expanded itself within me. Incredible also was 
' the knowledge I acquired in standing by the Old Men 
' under the Linden-tree : the whole of Immensity was 
' yet new to me ; and had not these leverend Beniors, 
' talkative enough, been employed in partial surveys 

* thereof for nigh fourscore yeaia ? With amAement I 

* b^an to discover that Entepfiihl stood in the middle 
- ' of a Country, of a World i that there was such a thing 

* as History, as Biography ; to which I also, one day, by 
' hand and tongue, might contribute. 

' In a like sense worked the Pottwagen (Stage-Coach), 
' which, stow-rolling under its mountains of men and 
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* luj^age, wended througli our Vill^ : nortbmu'dB, 
' tmly, in the dead of night ; yet flouthwards visibly at 
' e?entide. Not till my eigbtb ye&r, did I reflect that 
' this Fostwageu could he other than Home terreetrial 
' Moon, riung and setting by mere hem of Nature, like 
'the heavenly one; that it came on made highways, 
' from far cities towards far cities j weaving them like a 
' monstrous shuttle int^ doser and clo«er union. It was 
' then that, independently of Schiller's Wilhelm Tell, I 
' made tbie not quite insignificant reflection (so true also 
' in spiritual things) : Any road, this simple Ertlef^vkt 
' road, viill lead you to the end of the World I 

' Why mention mr Swallows, which, out of fer Africa 

* as I learned, threading their way over seas and moun- 
' tains, corporate cities and belhgerent nations, yearly 

* found themselves, with the month of May, snug-lodged 
' in our Cottage Lobby? The bospitahle Father (for 
' cleanliness' sake) had fixed a little bracket, plumb 
' under their nest : there tbey built, and caught flies, and 

* twittered, and bred ; and all, I chiefly, from the heart 
' loved them, Bright, nimble creatures, who taught you 
' the mason-craft ; nay, stranger still, gave you a masonic 

* incorporation, almost social police ? For if, by ill chance, 
' and when time pressed, your House fell, have I not 
' seen five neighbourly Helpers appear next day; and 
' swashing to and fro, with animated, loud, long-drawn 
' chirpings, and activity almost super-bimndine, com- 
' plete it again before n^htfall ? 

^ * But undoubtedly the grand summary of Entepiiih] 
' cbild's-culture, where as in a tunnel its manifold in- 
' fluences were concentrated and simultaneously poured 

* down 0Diu,WK8the annual Catde-fiur. Here, assembling 

> p2 
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' &om sll the four winds, came the elements of an UH' 

* ipeaksble hurly-burly. Nutbrown maids and nutbrown 
' men, all cleaT-waabed, lond-lBughing;. bedizened and 
' be-ribanded; who came for dancing, for treating, and 
' if poaaible, for happiueaa. Topbooted Graziers from 
' the North ; Swiea Broken, Italian Dioren, aleo top 
' booted, from the South ; theae with their BubalteruB in 
' leather jerkins, leather acuU-ca^, and long ox-gotAt; 
' shouting in half-articulate speech, amid the inuticul&te 
' barking and bellowing. Apart stood Potters jrom &r 
' Saxony, with their crockery in fiur rows ; Nllmbei^ 
■ PedUrs, in booths that to me seemed ricber than Ormvz 

* bazaars; Showmen from the Lago-Maggiore; detach- 
' mentB of the Wierier Sckub (Ofiacourings of Vienna) 
' TociferouBly superintending gunee of chance. Ballad- 
' singers brayed, Auctioneers grew honrse ; cheap New 
' Wine iheuriger) flowed like water, still worse con- 

* founding the confusion ; and high over all, vaulted, in 
' ground-and -lofty tumblii^, a parti-coloured Merry An- 
' drew, like the genius of the place and of life itself. 

' Thus encircled by the mystery of Existence ; under 
' the deep heavenly Firmament ; waited on by the four 
' golden Seasons, with their vicissitudes of contribution, 
' for even grim Winter brought its skating-matches aad 

* shooting-matches, it« snow-atorms and Christmas carols, 
' —did the Child sit and learn. These things were the 
' Alphabet, wherrf>y in after-time he was to syllable and 
' partly read the grand Volnme of the World : what mat- 
' ters it whether such Alphabet be in large gilt lettera or 
' in small nngilt OQe«, so you have an eye to read it ? 

* For Oneachen, eager to leam, the v&j act of Icxddng 
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' thwtoa Hu a UeMedoeu that gilded eSi : his exutence . 
' was a bn^t, soft element of Joy ; out of which, as in 
' Proqpero'a Islfuid, wondei after wander bodied itself 

* fenh, to teaoh by chaniiing. 

' NevenhelesB I were but a vain dreamer to say, that even 
' then my feUcity wu perfect. I had, once for all, come 
' down from Heaven into the Earth. Among the rain- 
' bow cobuta that glowed on my horizon, lay even in 

* diildhood a dark ring of Care, as yet no thicker than a . 
' thread, and often quite overahone ; yet always it reap- 

' iMitred, nay, ever waxing broader and broader ; till in 

* ai^ea-years it almost overshadowed my whole canity, 
' and threatened to engulf me in final night. It was the 

* rii^; of Necessity, whereby we aie all begirt ; happy he 

* fer whom a Idi^ heavenly Sun brightens it into a ring 
' of Duty, and plays round it with beautiiul prismatic 
' diffractions ; yet ever, as bans and as bourne for our 

* whole being, it is there. 

' For the first few years o£ our terrestrial Appienttce- 

* ship, we have not much work to do ; but, boarded and 
' Udged gratis, are set down mostly to look about us over 
' the workshop, and see others work, till we have under- 

* stood tbe tools a little, and can handle this and Hut. If 
' good Paisivity alone, and not good Passivity and good 
' Activity together, were the thing wanted, tbea waa joy 

* early position favourable beyond the moat. In all that 

* leepect* openness of Sense, affectionate Temper, ingtn- 

* uous Curiontyi and the fostering of these, .what luore 
' g<mU I have wished ? On the other side, however, 

* things went not so well. My Active Power (JlialiiTafly 
' wu unbvDurably hmpmed in, % of which misfintnpe 
' bow many traces yet abide with me I In an orderly 



uGoog[c 



102 UKTOE aZSAXTUS. 

* house, where the litter of children's spom it hateful 

* enough, your training ia too stoickl ; rather to hear and 
' forbear than to make and do. I was forbid much ; 
' wiehes in any measure bold I had to renoance ; every 
' where a strait bond of Obedience inflexibly held me' 
' down. Thus already Freewfll often came in painiiil 
' coUision with Necessity ; so that my tears flowed, and 
' St seasons the Child itself might taste that root of bit- 
' temess, wherewith the whole fruitage of our life is 
' mingled and tempered. 

' In which habituation to Obedience, truly, it was be- 
' yond measure safer to err by excess than by defect 

* Obedience is our unirersal duty and destiny ; wherein 
' whoso will not bend must break : too early and too 
' thoroughly we cannot be trained to know that Would, 

* in this world of oura, is as mere zero to Should, and 
' for most part as the smallest of fractions even to Shall. 
' Hereby was laid for me the basis of worldly Discretion, 
' nay, of Morality itself. Let me not quarrel with my 
' upbringing ! It was rigorous, too frugal, cumpressively 
' secluded, every way unscientific : yet in that very strict- 

* nesa and domestic solitude mighi there not lie the root 
' of deeper earnestness, of the stem fi-om which all noUe 

* fruit must grow ? Above all, how uiukiliul soever, it 

* was loving, it was well meant, honest ; whereby every 

* deflciency was helped. My kind Mother, for as such 
' I must ever love the good Oretchen, did me one alu>- 
' gether invaluable service : she taught me, less indeed 
' by word than by act and daily reverent look and habi- 
' tnde, her own ample version of the Christian Faith. 
' Andreas, too, attended Church ; yet more like a parade* 

* duty, for which he in the other world erpecled pay 
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' with arresra, — u, I tnut, he has received : hut my 
' Mother, with a true woiiibd'b heart, and Gne though 

* uncultiTated Rente, was in the Btrictest acceptation Re- 
' ligions. How indestructibly the Good grows, and pro- 
' pagates itulf, even among the weedy entanglements of 
' Evil ! The highest whom I knew on Earth I here taw 
' bowed dovm, with awe uiupeakable, before a Higher 
' in Heaven : such things, especially in inbncy, reach 

* inwards to the very core of your being ; mysteriouflly 
' does a Holy of Holies build itself into visilnlity in the 
' mysterious deeps ; sad Reverence, the divineat in man, 
' aprings forth undying from ita mean envelopment of 
' Fear, Wouldst thou rather be a peasant's son that 
' knew, were it never so rudely, there was a God in 
' Heaven and in Man ; or a duke's son that only knew 

* there were two and thirty quarters on the faaiily- 

* coach?' 

To which last questiDn we must answer: Beware, 
TeufelsdrOckh, of spiritual pride ! 
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CHAPTER III. 

PBDAGOOT. 



HiTHKKTO we Bee young GnescUen, in hii indiviBible 
cue of yellow serge, borne forward moady on the anna 
of kind Natore alone; seated, indeed, and much to bis 
mind, in the terrestrial woTkahop ; but (except his toft 
hazel eyes, whjch we doubt not already gleamed with a 
stilt inteUigence) called upon for little voluntary move- 
ment there. Hitherto accordingly his aspect ii rather 
generic, that of an incipient Fbilosopber and Poet in the 
abstract: perhaps it would puzzle Herr Heuschiecke 
himself to say wherein the special Doctrine of Clothes 
ia aa yet foreshadowed or betokened.. Foi with Gnes- 
chen, as with others, the Man may indeed stand [nctured 
in the Boy (at leaat all the pigments are there) ; yet 
only some half of the Man stands in the ChUd, or young 
Boy, namely, his Paaaive endowment, not hia Active. 
Tbt more impatient are we to discover what figure he 
cats in thia latter capacity ; how when, to use bii own 
words, ' he understands the tools a little, and can handle 
thia or that,' he will proceed to handle it. 

Here, however, may be the place to state that, in 
much of OUT Philosopher's history, there is somethii^ 
of an almost Hindoo character : nay, perhaps in that so 
well fostered and every-way excellent ' PaflBiTity" of his, 
which, , with no free development of the antagonist 
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Activity, distinguiahed hfa childhood, we may detect tbe 
rudimenta of much that, in aiter-days, and atill in theee 
present days, utoniahes the world. For the sh&lknr- 
■ighted Teufeladiockh ia ofteneat a man without Acti- 
vity of any kind, a No-man ; for the deep-sighted, again, 
a man with* Activity almost Buperabandant, yet >o 
spiritual, close-hidden, enigmatic, that no mortal can 
foresee its explosions, or even when it has exploded, so 
much aa ucertain its significance. A dangerous, di£5cnlt 
temper fur the modern European ; above all, disadvan- 
tageous in the hero of a Biography 1 Now ai heretofore 
it will behove the Editor of these pages, were it never so 
unBoccesafully, to do his endeavour. 

Among the earliest tools of any complicacy which a 
man, especially a man of letters, gets to handle, are hia 
CUse-books. On this portion of his History, Teufela- 
druckh looks down professedly as indifferent. Beading he 
' cui not remember ever to have leamed ;' soperhapshad 
it by nature. He says generally : ' Of the insignificant 

* ponion of my Education, which depended on Schools, 

* there need almost no notice be taken. I learned what 

* others learn j and kept it stored by in a corner of my 

* head, seeing as yet no manner of use in it. Hy School- 
■ master, a downbent, brokenhearted, underfoot martyr, 

* as others of that guild arc, did little for me, except 
' discover that he could do little i he, good soul, pro- 
' nounced me a genius, fit for the learned professions ; 

* and that I must be sent to the Gymnasium, and one 

* day to the University. Meanwhile, what printed thing 

* soever I could meet with I read. My very copper 

* pockeMntmey I laid out on stall-literatuie : which, as 

* it accumulated, I with my own hands sewed into volumes. 
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' By tbm mesDB was the yonng head foniisfaed ^th a 

* connderablemiBcellsnyoftbingeaadBhadoneoftbingt: 
' History in authentic fragments lay mingled with Fabn- 

* loofl chimeiss, wherein bIbo waa reality ; and the whole 

* not as dead stuff, but as hving pabuhun, tolerably 

* nutritive for a mind as yet so peptic' ■ 

That the Entepfuhl Scboolmaster judged welt we now 
know. Indeed, already in the youthfiil Ginesdien, with 
all his outward stillness, there may have been maaiiest 
an inward vivacity that promised much ; symptoms of a 
flfHrit singularly open, thonghtful, almost poetical. Thus, 
to say nothing of his Suppers on the Orchard-wall, and 
other phenomena of that earlier p«iod, have many readers 
of these pages stumbled, in their twelfth year, on such 
reflections as the fbllowmg ? ' It struck me mudi as I 
sat by the Kuhbat^, one sileiU noontide, and watched 
it flowing, gurgling, to think how this same streamlet 
had Sowed and gurgled, through all changes of weather 
and of fortune, from beyond tiie earliest date of History. 
Yes, probably on the morning when Joshua finded 
Jordan ; even as at the mid-day when Ccesar, doubtless 
with difficulty, swam the Nile, yet kept his Com' 
mentariei dry, — this little Kuhbach, assiduous as Tiber,' 
Etnota* or Siloa, was murmuring on across the wilder- 
ness, as yet unnamed, unseen ; here, too, as in the 
Euphrates and the Ganges, is a Vein or Veinlet of the 
grand World-circulation of Waters, which, with its at- 
mospheric Arteries, has lasted and lasts simply with 
the World. Thou fool ! Nature alone is antique, and 
the oldest Art a mushroom ; that idle crag thou sittest 
OB is six thousand years of ^e.' In which litUe thought, 
as in a little fountain, may there not lie the beginning 
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of tboM wdl-wgh unutterable medit&tioiM on the i^an- 
deur and mystery of Tim, and its reUdon to £tbrkitt, 
which play nieh a part in thia PhiloBophy of Clothes F 

Over hia Oymnaaic and Academic yean the ProfeBsor 
by no maana lingera ao lyrical and joyiul as over hia 
childhood. Green sunny tracts there Etre still ; but in- 
tersected by bitter rivuleU of tean, here and there at^ 
natiog into sour marshes of diacontent. * With my first 
' view of the Hinterschlsg Gymnasium,' writes he, ' roy 

* evil days began. Well do 1 still remember the red sunny 
' Whitsuntide morning, when trotting full of hope, by 
' thft side of Father Andreas, E entered the main street 
' of the place, and saW its steeple-clock (then athking 

fiight) and Schutdthurm (Jail), and the aproned or 
' diaafHtmed Buighera moving in to breakfast : a little^ 

* dag, in mad terror, was rushing past ; for some human 
' imps had tied a tin kettle to its tail ; thus did the ago- 
' nised creature, loud-jingling, career through the whole 
' length of die Burough, and become notable enough. 

* Fk emblem of many a Conquering Hers, to whom Fate 
' (wedding Fantasy to Sense, as it often elsewhere does) 
' faaa mal^andy appended a tin kettle of Ambition, to 
' chase him en ; which, the iaster he runs, urges him the 
' faster, the more loudly and more foolishly ! Fit emblem 

* also of much that awaited myself, in that miachievoua 
' Den ; aa in the World, whereof it was a portion and 
' epitome 1 

' Alas, the kind beech-rows of Entepfiihl were hidden 
' in the distance : I was among atrangers, hareh^, at 
< beat mdifierently, disposed towards me ; the young 
' bean Mt, for the first time, quite orphaned and alone.' 
Hia scboolfellowi, as w uaual, persecuted him : ' They 
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* were Boyi,' be uyi, ' moitly rnde Boy*, tnA obeyed 
' tile impulu of rude Nature, which bids the deerherd 
' fall upon any stricken hart, the dack-flocic put to 
' death any brokeo-iringed brother or aieter, and on all 
' hands the strong tyrannite orcr the -weak.' He admits 
that though 'perhaps in an unusual degree in<H«lly 
coutageouB,' he succeeded ill in battle, and would fain 
have avoided it ; a result as would appear, owing less to 
his small personal stature (for in passionate aeasons, he 
was ' incredibly nimble'), than to his ' virtuous princi- 

* pies :' ' if it was disgraceful to be beaten,' says he, ' it 
' was only a shade less diagracefiil to have so much as 

* fought ; thus was I drawn two ways at once, and in this 
' important element of school-history, the war-element, 
' hadUttlebutsorrow.' On the whole, thst same excellent 
' Paseinty,' so notable in TeufelsdiCckh's childhood, is here 
visibly enough again getting nourishment. *He wept 
'often; indeed to such a degree that he was nicknamed Der 

* Weinende (the Tearful), which epithet, till towards his 

* thirteenth year, was indeed not quite munerited. Only 

* at rare intervals did the young soul hurst forth into fire- 
' eyed r^e, and, with a Stormfulness (_Unge*tiim) under 
' which the boldest quailed, sasert that he too had Rights 
' of Man, or at least of Mankin.' In all which, who does 
not discern^ a fine flower-tree and cinnamon-tree (of 
genius) nigh choked smong pumpkins, reedgrass, and 
ignoble shrubs ; and forced, if it would live, to strug- 
gle upwards only, and not outwards ; into a height quite 
sidcly, and disptopcstioned to its breadth ? 

We find, moreover, that his Greek and Latin were 
■mechanically' taught; Hebrew scarce even mechanically; 
much else irtiich they called Hiatory, Cosmography, 
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PhtloMfilij, and m forth, no better tbu not »t bU. So 
that, except inaamneb u Nature wu still bus; ; and be 
bbnaelf ' went ftbont, u waa (tf old Ms woot, among the 
Crmftnnen'i workabopa, there learning many tbinga ;' 
and fiirther lighted on some small store of curious reading, 
in Hans Wachtel the Cooper's house, where he lodged, 
— his time, it woold appear, waa uttnl; wasted. Wbieh 
ftets the Proftasor baa not yetlesnied to look upon with 
any contoitment. Indeed, throughout the whole of this 
Bag Scorpio, where we now ore, and often in the follow- 
ing B»g, he shews himself unusually animated on the 
matter of Education, and not without some touch of 
what we might presume to be anger. 

' My Teache^,' says he, ' were hide-bound Pedants, 
' without knowledge of man's nature or of boy'e; or of 
' Bught SBTfl their lexicons and quarterly account-books. 
' InnuuHzable dead Vocables (no dead Language, fmt 
' they themselves knew no Language) they crammed 
' into us, and called it fostering the growth of mind. 
' How can an inanimate, mechanical Gerund-grinder, 

* the like of whom will, in a subsequent century, bs 

* manu&ctured, at NOmberg, oat of wood and leather, 
' foster the growth of any thing ; much more of Mind, 
' which grows, not like a vegetable (by having its roots 
' littered with etymological compost), but like a ^irit, 
' by mysterious contact of Spirit ; Thought kindling 
■ itself at the fire of living Thought ? How shall ht 
' ^ve kindling, in whose own inward man there ia no 
' live coal, but all is burnt out to a dead granunatical 
•cinder? The Hinterschl^ .Professors knew Syntax 
' enough; and of the human soul thus much; that it 
' had a ftcoby called Memory, and could be acted on 
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■ thr^gb tke DweulBrintegaineat by afipUmce of biich 
'rods. 

' Alu, ao is it evety where, so will it ever be ; till 
' the Hodman is diicliBrged, w reduced to Hodbeuing ; 

* ud in Architect i> hired, and on all hsnda fitly en- 
' couraged ; till communities and individuals disonvr, 

* not without surprise, that fashioning the soula ef a 
' generation by Knowledge can rank on a level with 
' blowing their bodies to pieces by Gunpowder; that 

* with Generals and Field^manhahi for killing, there 
' should be world-honoured Dignitaries, and were it 
' poasible, true God-ordained Pnesti^ for teaching. But 

* as yet, thoi^h the Soldier wears openly, and even 

* parades, his butchering-tool, nowhere, far as I have 
' trarelled, did the Schoolmatter make show of his in- 
' atnictiug-tool : nay, were he to walk abroad with birch 
' girt on thigh, as if he therefrom expected honour, would 
'Dot, among the idler claw, a certain levity be excited?' 

In the third year of this Gymnasic period. Father An- 
dreas seenu to have died: the young Scholar, otherwise 
■0 maltreated, saw himself for the first time clad out- 
wardly in sables, and inwardly in quite tneipreaaihle 
melancholy. ' The dark bottomless Abyss, that lies 
' under our feet, had yawned open ; the pale kingdoms 
' of Death, with all their innumeraUe silent nations and 
'generations stood belore him; the ioexorable wtnd, 
' Nbvks ! now first showed its meaning. My mother 
' wept, and her sorrow got vent ; but in my heart there 
' lay a whole lake of tears, pent up in silent desolation. 
' Nevertheless, the unworn Spirit is strong ; Infe is hi 
' healthfiil that it even finds nourishment in Death .- 
' these stem experiences, planted down by Memory itt 
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' my ImBKiuation. rose there to a whole cypreu forest, 
' tad but beautiful ; waring, with not unmelodious li^u, 

* in dark luxuriance, in the hotteet mnahine, through 
' long years of yonth : — u in manhood also it does, and 

* Till do ; Cor I hare now pitched my tent imder a Cy- 
' presa tree ; the Tomb is now my inexpngoable Fort- 
' Tesa. ever dose by the gate of which I look upon the 
' hmtile sTmamenti, and pains and penalties, of tyrm- 

* nous Life placidly enough, and listen to its loudest 
' tbreatenings with a hUU smile. ye loved ones, that 

* abeady sleep in the noiseless Bed of Re«t, whom in life 
' I could only weep for and never help ; and ye, who 
' wide-scattered still toil lonely in the moaster-bearing 

* Desert, dyeing the flinty ground with your blood, — yet 
' a little while, and we shall all meet thbrb, and our 
' Mother's bosom will screen ns all ; and Oppressbn'i 

* bamess, and Sorrow's fire-whip, and all the Gehenna - 
' Bailifis that patrol and inhabit ever-vexed Time, cannot 

* thenceforth harm us any more '.' 

Close by which rather beautiiiil apostrophe, lies a 
laboured Character of the deceased Andreas Futteral ; 
of his natural ability, his deserts in life (as Prussian 
Sergeant); with long historical inquiries into the gene- 
alogy of the Futteral family, here traced back as far as 
Henry the Fowler : the whole of which we pass over, 
not without astonishment. It only concerns us to add 
that now wag the time when Mother Gretchen revealed to 
bCT foster-son that he was not at all of this kindred ; 
or indeed of any kindred, having come into historical 
existence in the way already known to us. ' Thus was 

* I doubly orphaned,' says he ; ' bereft not only of Poe- 
' session, but even of Remembrance. Sorrow and Won- 
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' der, here ■oddenly united, could not but prodiue al»m- 

* d&nt &uit. Such B discloiure, in bucIi a eeason, stxuck ., 

* its roots through my whole nature : ever till the Tears 
' of mature manhood, it mingled with my whole thongble, 
' was BB the stem whereon all my day-dreams and night- 

* dreams grew. A certain poetic elevation, yet also a 
' corresponding civic depression, it naturally imparted: 
' / toas tike no other ; in which fixed-idea, leading 

* sometimes to highest, and oftener to frightfulest results, 
' may there not lie the first spring of Tendencies, that in 
' my life have become remarkable enough ? As in 
' birth, so in action, speculation, and social pusitioD, my 

* fellows are perhaps not numerous.' 

Id the Bag Sagittarius, as we at length discover, 
TeufetsdrOckh has become a University man; though 
how, when, or of what quality, will nowhere disclose it- 
self with the smallest certainty. Few thii^, in the way 
of confusion and capricious in distinctness, can now sur- 
prise oui leaders; not even the total want of dates, 
ahnost without parallel in a Biographical work. So 
enigmatic, so chaotic we have always found, and must 
always look to find, these scattered Leaves; In Sagitta- 
rius, however, TeufelsdrCckh begins to shew himself 
even more than usually Sibylline : fragments of all sorts ; 
■Q»ps of r^^ar Memoir, College Exercises, Programs, 
Professional Testimonlums, Milkscores, torn Billeta, 
scnnetimes to appearance of an amatory cost j all blown 
tf^ther as if by merest chance, henceforth bewilder the 
sane Historian. To combine any picture of diese Uni- 
versity, and the subsequent, years ; much more, to de- 
cipher therein any illuatrative primordial elemenU of the 
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Clodiet-I^iloBopLy, becdmea ancli a problem u the 
reader may imagine. 

So mnch we can see ; darkly, aa through the foliage of 
Eome wavering thicket ; a youth of no common endow- 
ment, that has pasBed happily through Childhood, less 
happily yet still vigorously through Boyhood, now at 
length perfect in ' dead vocables,' and set down, as he 
hopes, by the living Fountain, thete to superadd Ideal 
and Capabilities. From such Foimtain he draws, dili- 
gently, thirstily, yet nowise with his whole heart, for the 
water nowise suits his palate ; discouragements, entan- 
glements, aberratdons are discoverable or supposable. 
Nor pediaps are even pecuniary distresses wuiting ; fiv 

* the good Gretchen, who in spite of advices from not dis- 

* interested relatives has sent him hither, must after a 
' time withdraw her witling but too feeble hand.' Never- 
theless in an atmosphere of Poverty and maniibld 
Chagrin, the Humour of diat young Soul, what character 
is in him, fint decisively reveals itself; and, 13ce strong 
mnshine in weeping skies, gives out variety of colours, 
some of which are prismatic. Thus with the aid of 
Time, and of what Time brings, has the stripling Dio- 
genes TeufelsdrOckh waxed into manly stature; and 
into BO questionable an aspect, that we ask with new eager- 
ness How he specially came by it, and regret anew that 
there is no more explicit answer. Certain of the inteK 
ligible and partially ugnificant fragmenta, which are few 
ini' number, shall be extracted &om that Limbo of a 
Faperbag, and piesented with the usual preparation. 

As if, in the Bag Scorpio, Teufelsdrockh had not 
already expectorated his andped^ogic spleen; as if, 
from the name SagiUarius, he had thought himaeif called 



uGoog[c 



1 14 SAB' 

wpaa to ihoot airowe, we >iere again fall in with andi 
matter aa this : * The University where I waa educated 
' BtiU Btandf vivid eneagh in my remembrance, and I 
' Imow iti name well; which uamct however, I, fr<im 
' tendemeaa to existing intereeta and peraons, shall in oo 
' wiee divulge. It ia my punftil duty to say Uiat, ont of 
' England and Spain, oura was the worst of all hitherto 
' discovered UniveTsities. This is indeed a time when 
' right Education is, aa nearly at may be, impoaaUile : 
' however, in d^;rees of wro^ness there is no limit : 
' nay, I can concetre a worae system than that of the 
' Nameleas itaclf; aa poiaoned victual may be worse than 
' absolute hunger. 

' It is written. When the Mind lead the blind, both 
' shall fall into the ditch : wher^ore, in such cijcum- 
'* Btances, may it not aometimes be safer, if both leader 
' and led simply — sit still? Had you, anywhere in 
' Grim Tartary, walled in a square enclosure ; furnished 
' it with a small, ill-choien Library ; and then turned 
' loose into it eleven hundred Christian striplings, to 
' tumble about as they listed, lirom three to seven years ; 
' certain persons, under the title of Profesaois, b^g st»- 
' tioned at the gates, to declare aloud that it waa a Uni- 
' versity, and exact considerable admieaion fees,— yon 
' had, not indeed in mechanical structure, yet in spirit 
' and result, some imperfect resemblance of our High : 
' Seminary. I say, imperfect ; for if our mechanical 
'structure was quite other, so neither was our result 
' altogether the same : unhappily, we were not in Crim 
' Tartary, but in a corrupt Eun^ean city, full of smoke 
' and sin ; moreover, in the middle of a Public, which, 
' without &r costlier apparatus, than that of the Square 
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' Enelonire, and Declaniion aloud, yon could not be nire 
' of guUiug. 

* Gullible, however, by fit appaistut, all Pnblica are ; 
' md gulled, irith the most nirpritiiig profit. Towanb 

* any thing like a Statittict of Tmpotture, indeed, little n 
' yet hu been done : with a atrange indifierence, our 
' Economiata, nigh buried Tinder Tablec for minor 
^ finncbet of Induitry, have altogctber overlooked the 
' grand all-overtopping Hypocriiy Branch ; as if our 
' whole arts of Puffery^ of Quackery, Prieatcrafl:, King- 

* crait, and the innumerable Mher crftflt and mytteriet of 
' that genu), had not ranked in Productive industry at 

* all ! Can any one, for ecample, so much u ray, 
' What monies, in Literature and Shoeblacldng, si^ 
' realiied by actual Instnictioa and actual jet Poliah ; 

' what by ficdtioua'perauaaive Proclamation of such ; ' 
' apediying, in distinct items, the distributions, circulk- 
' tions, disbursements, incoming of said monies, with 

* the smaUest approach to accuracy? But to ask. How 

* far, in all the eeveia) infinitely complected departments 
' of social business, in govemment, education, in manual, 
' cmnmercial, intellectual fabrication of every sort, man's 
' Want is supplied by true Waie ; how far by the mere 

* Appearance of true Ware ;— in other words. To what 

* extent, by what methods, with what effects, in various 

* times and countries. Deception takes the place and 

* wages of Performance : here truly is an Inquiry big 
' with results for the future time, but to which hitherto 
' only the vaguest answer can be given. If for the pre-^ 
' sent, in our Europe, ve estimate the ratio of Ware to 
' Appearance of Ware so high even as at One to a Hun- 
' dred (which, considering the Wages of a Pope, Rus- 
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■ian Autocrat, or Eugliah Game-Fte>ervei, is probably 
not fa from the mark) , — what almost prodigious savii^ 
may there not be anticipated, bb the Statistics of Impos- 
ture advances, and so the manufacturing of Shams 
(that ofRealities rising into clearer and clearer distinc- 
tiou there&om) gradually declines, and at length be- 
comes all but wholly unnecesBary ! 

' This for the coming golden agee. What I had to 
remark, for the present brazen one, is, that in several 
provincea, as in Education, Polity, Religion, where so 
much is vranted and indiBpeniahle, and so little ctm as 
yet be fiirniahed, probably Imposture ia of sanative, 
anodyne nature, and man's Grullibility not his worst 
blessing. Suppose your einews of war quite broken ; 
I mean your military cheit insolvent, forage all but 
exhausted ; and that the whole army is about to 
mutiny, disband, and cut your and each other's throat, 
— then were it not well could you, as if by miracle, 
pay them in any sort of fairy-money, feed them on co- 
agulated water, or mete imagination of meat ; wherel^, 
till the real supply came up, they might be kept toge- 
ther, and quiet P Such perhaps was the aim of Nature, 
who does nothing without aim, in furnishing her fa- 
vourite, Man, with this his so omnipotent or rather 
omni-patient Talent of being Gulled. 

' How beautilully it works, with a httle mechanism ; 
nay, almost makes mechanism for itself! Theae Pro- 
f^Bsora in the Nameless lived with ease, with safety, by 
a mete Reputation, conBtructed in past times, and then 
too with no great eSbrt, by quite another class of per- 
sons. Which Reputation, like a strong brisk-going 
underahotrwheel, sunk iuto the general current, bade 
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' iai, with only ■ little annual repuntiiig oO their part, 
' to hold loi^ together, and of iti own accord uuduousl; 
' grind for them. Happy that it was ao for the Mil- 
Men I They themselves needed not to work; their 
' attempts at working, at what they called Educatii^, 

* now when I look back on it, fill me with a certain mote 
' admiration. 

' Besides all this, we boasted ourselves a Rational 
' UniTersity ; in the highest degree, hostile to Mysticism ; 
' thus was the young vacant mind furnished with much 

* talk about Pn^ess of the Species, Dark Ages, Preju- 
' dice, and the like ; so that aU were qiucHy enough 
' blown out into a state of windy ai^tunentativeness; 
' whereby tiie better sort must soon end in sick, impo- 

* tent Scepticism ; the worser sort explode icrepiren) in 

* finished Self-conceit and to all spiritual intents become 
' dead. — Bvt this too is portion of mankind's lot. If our 
' era is the Era of Unbelief, why murmur under it ; is 
' there not a better coming, nay come ? As in longdiawn 

* Systole and longdrawn Diastole, must the period of 

* Faith alternate with the period of Denial ; must the 
' vernal growth, the summer luxuriance of all Opinions, 
' Spiritual Representations and Creations, be followed 
' by, and ^un fallow, the autumnal decay, the winter 
' dissolution. For man lives in Time, baa his whole 

* earthly being, endeavour, and destiny shaped for him 
' by Time : only in the transitory Time-Symbol is the 

* ever-motionleBB Eternity we stand on made manifest. 
' And yet, in such winter-seasons of Denial, it is for the 
' nobla-minded perhaps a comparative misery to have 
' been bom, and to be awake, and work ; and for the 
' duller a felidty, if like hibernating animals, safe-lodged 
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* in tome Salamuica UnWenil?, or Sybun City, or 

* other wperditioiu or roluptaoas Cutle of Indolence, 
' they c«n alnmber through, in stupid dreanu, and lailj 
' Rwaken when the loud-nwring hkilstomu have bH doue 
' their work, and to our prayers and martyrdom! the new 

* ^ring haa been vouchiafcd.* 

That in the environment, here mysterioualy enough 
ibdowed forth, Tenf^adrOckh must have felt ill at ease, 
cannot be donbtfiiL * The hungry young,' he aaya, 

* looked up to thCir apiritual NnrBca ; and, for food, woe 
' bidden eat the east wind. Whftt vain jargon of coo- 

* troreraial Metaphygic, Etymolt^, and inM-limi«l 

* Manipulation falsely named Science, wai current 
' there, I indeed learned, better perhaps than the most. 
' Among eleven hundred Christian youths, there will not 
' be wanting some eleven eager to learn. By collision 
' with such, a certain wsnnth, a certain polish was com- 
' mtmicated ; by instinct and happy accident, I took lesa 
' to rioting (renomtniren), than to thinking and reading, 
' which latter also I was free to do. Nay from the 

* chaos of .that Library, I Bucceeded in fishing up more 

* books perhaps than had been known to the very 

* keepers thereof. The foundation of a litemy Life 
' was hereby laid : I learned, on my own strength, to 

* read fluently in almost all cultivated languages, on 

* almost all subjects, and sdences ; fotber, at man is 

* ever the prime dbject to man, already it was my 
' &vottrite employment to read character in q)eciilation, 
' and from the Wnting to construe the Writer. A cer- 

* btin gronndplan of Human Nature and life hegta to 

* fashion ilvelf in me ; wondrous enough, now when I 

* look back on it ; for my whde Universe, physical and 
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' •piritaal, ma aa yet a Maclrine I Howenr, Bueh » 

* eaosciouB, recognized groondplui, the trneM I had, 
leat beginmng to be tbeie, and bj additional experi- 

' mentB, ntigbt be coirected and indf^finitely extended.' 

Tfaua from poverty does die Btrong educe ttoblo 
wealth ; thus in the destitution of the wild desert, does 
our young Ishmael acquire foi hnnielf the higheat of all 
ipoeBeaeiona, that of Self-help. NevertheleaB ■ desert 
this was, waste, and howling with savage monater*. 
TenfelsdrOckh gives us long details of his * fever- 
paiosyBmB of Donbt;' his Inquiries ctHiceming Hira- 
clct, and the Gvidences of religioui Faith ; and how ' in 
' the silent night-watchesi atill darker in hjg heart than 
' over fllfy and earth, he haa caat himself before die AU- 
' seeing, and with audible prayers, cried vehemently for 
' Light, for delivennce from Death and the Grave. Not 
' till afttr long years, and unspeakable ^^es, did the 
' befieving heart surresder ; aink into spell-bound sleep, 
'under the nightmare, Unbelief; and, in thia hag- 
' ridden dream, mistake God's fair living world for a 
'. pallid, vacant Hades and extinct Pandemonium. But 

* through such Purgatory pain,' continues he, ' it ia ap- 
' pinnted us to pua : first must the dead Letter of Seli- 
' gion own itself dead, and drop piecemeal into dust, if 
' the living Spirit of ReUgion, freed from this its charBcl- 

. ' house, is to arise on us, newborn of Heaven, and with 
' new healing under its wings.' 

To which Pui^;;atory pains, seemingly severe enough, 
if we add a liberal measure of Earthly distreBses, went 
«f practical guidance, want of tympethy, want of money, 
want of hope ; and all thia in the fervid season of youth, 
ao exaggerated is imagining, so boundless in desires, yet 
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hoe M poor in meaiu, — do ve not kc & Btnmg ioofignt 
spirit oppresaed and overlowied from without and fiom 
within ; the fire of genius itnigglii^ up uoong fuel- 
wood of the greenoit, and u yet with more of bittn 
vapour than of clear flame ? 

From varknu ftagmeDta of Letten and otho- doco- 
mentai; Bcnpa, it ie to be iafcned that TeufelRdruckh, 
iaolated, shy, retiring ss he was, had not altogether 
escaped notice : certain established men are aware of his 
existence ; and, if stretching out no helpful hand, have 
at least their eyes on him. He appears, though in 
dreary enough humour, to be addressing himself to the 
Pntfession of Law ; — whereof, indeed, the world has 
since teen him a public graduate. But (imittiog ibete 
brokeo, unsatisfactory thrums of Economical relation, 
let us present rather the following small thread of Moral 
relation ; and theremth, the reader for himself weaving 
it in at the right place, conclude our dim arras-piGture 
of these XJuiversity years. 

' Here also it was that I fonned acquaintance with 
' Herr Towgood, or, as it is perhaps better written, Herr 

* Tongl^t ; a young person of quality (von Adet), fma 

* the interior parta of England. He stood connected, by 
' blood and hospitality, with the Counts von Zahdann, 
' in this quarter of Giermany ; to which noble Family 
' I likewise was, by his means, with all friendliness, 
' brought near. Towgood had a fair talent, unspeak^ly 
' ill-cultivated ; with considerable humour of character : 

* and, bating his total ignorance, for he knew nothii^ 
' except Boxing and a little Grammar, shewed leas of 
' that sristocradc impassivity, and silent fiiiy, than for 
' most part belongs to Travellers of^his nation. To him 
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* I owe my first pnctical knowledge of the Englisli and 
' Acir irajB j perhaps also Bomething of the partiality 

* with whidi I have ever since regarded that singular 
'people. Tovgood was not without an ej'e, cuuld he 
' hare come at any tight. Invited donbtlem by the 

* presence of the- Z^hdarm Family, he had travelled 
'hither, in the ahnoat frantic hope of perfecting hJB 
' ttudies ; be, whose Htndies had been as yet those of 
' infancy, hither to a University where so moch as tire 
! notion of perfectitnt, not to say the effort after it, no 

* longer existed! Often we would condole over the 

* hard destiny of the Young in this era : how, after all 

* oar toil, we were to be turned out into the world, widi 

* beards on our ching indeed, but with few other attri- 

* butes of manhood ; no exieting thing that we were 

* trained to Act on, nothing that we could bo much as 
*■ Believe. " How has our head on the outside a 

* polished Hat," would Towgood exclaim, " and in 
' the inside Vacancy, or a froth of Vocables and 
^ Attorney Lc^c ! At a smell cost men are educated 

* tn make leather into shoes ; but, at a great coat, what 
' am I educated to ■ make ? By Heaven, Brother ! 
' what I have already eaten and worn, aa I came thus 
' tar, would endow a considerable Hospital of In- 

* curaUes." — " Man, indeed," I would answer, " has 
' a Digestive Faculty, which must be kept working, 

* were it even partly by stealth. But aa for our Mis- 
' education, make not bad worse ; waste not the time 
' yet ours, in trampling on thistles because they have 
'yielded us no figs. Frisch zu, Bruderl Here are 
' Books, and we have brains to read them ; here is a 
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* whole Earth and a whole Heaven, and we have eyes 
< to look on than : Fritch xu /" 

* Oilen also otur talk was gay ; not without brilliancy, 
' and even fiie. We looked out on Liie, with ita strange 

* scafiolding, where alt at <»ice harlequins dance, and 
' men are beheaded and qnaitered : motley, not outemfic 
' was the aspect ; but we looked on it like brave youtba. 
' For myaelf, these were perhaps my most genial hours. 
' Towards this young wannbeaited, ationgheaded and 
' wTosgheaded Hott Towgood, I was even near experi- 
' encing the now obaoletc wntiment of Friendship. Yea, 

* foolish Heathen that I was, I felt that, under certain 
' conditiona, I could have loved this mail, and. taken 
' him to my bosom, and been his brother ODCe and ali^a. 
' By degrees, howevei, I undcratood the new time, and 

* its wants. If man's Soui is indeed, as in the Finnish 
' Language, and Utilitarian Philosophy, a kind of 
' Stomach, what else is the true meaning of Spiritual 
' Union but an Eating together ? Thus we, instead of 

* Fiiends, are Dinner>guests ; and here as ebewhere 

* have cast away chimeras.* 

So ends, abruptly as is usual, and en^;niatica)ly, this 
little incipient romance. What henceforth becomes of 
the brave Hen Towgood, or Toughgut? Ue has dired 
under, in the Autobiographical Chaos, and swims we see 
not where. Does any reader ' in the interior parts of 
England' know of such a man? 
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CHAPTER !V. 



SBTTIKS UWDER WAT. 



* Thitb neverthelees.' writes our Autobiognpher, appa- 
rently BB quitting College, ' was there Tealiaed Some- 

''whst; namely, I, Diogenes Teufeliidr5ckh : a visible 
' Temporary Figure iZeitbild), occupying some cubic 
' feet (rf Space, and containing within it Forces both 
' pbysical and epiritoal ; hopes, passiona, though ta ; the 

* whole wondroM fhrDiture, in more or lean perfection, 

* belonging to that myatery, a Man. Capabilities there 
'were in me to give battle, in some imall degree, 
' against the great Empire of Darknees : doea not the 
*^Tery Ditcher and DeWer, with his apade, extinguish 

* many a duatle and puddle ; and bo leave a little Order, 
' where he found the opposite ? Nay your very Day- 
' moth has capabilities in this kind ; and ever organises 
' something (into its own Body, if no otherwise), which 
' was befine Inorganic ; and of mute dead air makes 

* living minic, though only ef the faintest, fay humming. 

' How much more, one whose eapahilities are epi- 

* ritual ; who has learned, or begun learning, the grand 
' thaumatui^ic ut of Thought ! Tbanmaturgic I name 
' it ; for hitherto all Miracles have been wrought there- 
' by, and henceforth isnumerable will be wrought'^ 
' whereof we, even in these days, witness some. Of the 

* Ppet** mtA !Rrophet's inspired Message, and how it 
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* makes and unmakes wbole woiUb, I s}idl forbear 
'' meDtioii : bot cttunot the dnlleet hear Steam-eDgines 

* clanking around him ? Mas he not seen the Scottish 

* BiasBmith's Idbi^ (and this but a mechanical one) 
' travelling on Are-wings round the Cape, and ncrots 
' two Oceans ; and atronger than any other Enchanter's 
' Familiar, on all hands unweariedly fetching and carry- 
*ii^: at home, not only weaving Cloth; but rapidly 
' enough overturning the whole old syston of Society ; 

* and, for Feudalism and Preservation of the Game, 
.' preparing us, by indirect but sure methods, 'Industrial- 
' ism and the Government of the Wisest. Truly a 

* Thinking Man is the worst enemy the Prince of Dsik- 
' ness can have ; every time euch a one announces him- 
' self, I doubt not, there rung a shudder through the 
' Nether Empire ; and new Emissaries are trained, with 
' new tactics, to, if possible, entrap him> and hoodwiidi 
' and handcuff him. 

' With such high vocation had I too, as denizen of 
' the Universe, been called. Unhappy tt is, however, 
' that though bom to the amplest Sovereignty, in this 
' way, with no less than sovereign right of Peace and 
' War against the Time-Prince {Zeitjursf), or Devil, 
' and all his Dominions, your coronation ceremony costs 
' such trouble, your sceptre is so difGcult to get at, or 
' even to get eye on !' 

By which last wiredrawn similitude, does Tenfels- 
drfickb mean no more than that young men find ob- 
alacles in what we call ' grtting under way ?' ' Not 

* what I Have,' continues he, ' but what I Do is my 
' Kingdom. To each is given a certain inward Talent, 
' a certain outward Environment of Fortune ; to each. 
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' by wisest eombiiuitioii of tbem two, a certain mudmam 
' of Capatnlity. But the lianleat problem were ever 
' this first : To find by study of yoursejf, and of the 

* ground yon stand on, what your combined inward and 

* outward Capability specially is. For, alas, uur young 
' s<ml is all budding with Capabilities, and we see not 

* yet which is the main and true one. Always too the 
' new man is in a new time, under new conditions ; his 

* course cao be the fae-nndle of no |vior one, hut is by 
*ita nature originaL And then how seldom will the 

* outward Capability fit the innaid : though talented 

* wonderfully enough, we are poor, unbended, dys- 

* peplical, bashful ; nay what is worse than all, we cure 
' fbolisli. Thus, in a whole imbroglio of Capabihties, 
' we go stupidly groping about, to grope which is ours, 
*and often clutch the wrong one: in this mad worli, 

* must several yean of our email term be spent, till the 

* purblind Youth, by practice, acquire notions of dis- 

* tauce, and become a seeing Man. Nay, many so 
' spend their whole texm, and in ever new ezpectatioii, 
' ever new disappointment, shift from enterprise to entcr- 

* prise, and from side to side ; till at length, as ezospe- 

* rated etiipUngs of threescore and ten, they shift into 
' their last enterprise, that of getting buried. 

* Such, since the most of us are too ophthalmic, w«uld 

* be the general &te ; were it not that one thing saves 

* us ; oui Hunger. For on this ground, as the prompt 
' nature of Hui^er ia well Icnown, must a prompt choice 
' be made : hence have we, with wise foresight, Inden- 

* tnrea and Apprenticeships for our irratioaal young ; 
' wherel^, in due season, the vague universality of a 

* Man shall find himself ready-moulded into a specific 
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' CraftuiMUi ; and bo ibmoefbrtli mric, wi& Tenth or' 
'with litUe mate of CafMbility u it may be ; yet not' 
' with the wont wute, thit of tbaa. Nay even in' 
' BMtten •pirtt««], aincc the ■fHritoal aitiit too it bona' 
' Uind, ftnd doea not, like certain otber creatorea, recehe' 
' light in nine flayi, bat Iv later, lometimes never,— ^a 
' it not well that Aere ahould be what wb call Praftfr-' 

* aiona, or Bread-ctudiea (_BTodtifwecke), preappointed 
' ns ? Here, cttcliog like the jin-horee, far whom per- 
' tial OT total hlfaidnets ia tio evil, the Bread-attiat can 
' travel contentedly rouwl and round, still fencying that 
' it 19 finward and forward, and realise tinich : for him- 

* aelf victual ; for th« world an additional borae'a power 
' in the grand com-milt or heap-mill of Economic 
' Society. Fw ine too had such a leading-itriog be«n 
' provided ; only that it proved a oedt-baltet, and had' 
' nigh throttled me, till I broke it off. Then, in the' 
' worda of Ancient Piatol, did the World generally be- 
' come "mine oyster, which I, by itrength or cunning,' 
' waa to open, as I would and could. Almost had I 
' deceased ifiut war ich v.mgehommen'i, ao obstinately 

* did it continue abut.' 

We aee here, eigoificanUy *weahadowed, the apiiit of 
much that was to befell our Autobiographer ; the hie- 
torical embodyment of which, as it ■pwnfoliy lakea ahape 
in hia Life, lies scattered, in dim diBaettwia detaila, 
through this Bag IHsces, and Aoae tbat follow. A 
young man of high talent, and high though atill temper, 
like ft young mettled colt, * breaks off hia nec*-halt»,' 
and bounds forft, from hJa peculiar manger, into the 
wide world ; which, alas, he finda all rigorourfy fenced 
in. Ridieat ckrvep-fielda tempt hia eye ; but to him 
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^Kjr am fdibiddm p«tiin : mtkn piniiig in progressive' 
atHTitkHi,he nuut aUiul; «■, in madexa»pcntiaa, nuut 
null to and Ito, leaping agBuut iheer itDn»WKllB, vhiah 
be mmot leap over, wbich on^ lacerate tad Unw him ;' 
till at Uet, Bfier tbmuand attcmpta and endurancn, he, 
at if by niincle, clean hia way ; not indeed into luxuri- 
ant and luxuiioua clover, yet into a certain boaky wilder- 
nets wbeie exiitence it atill poadble, and Freedom' 
tbougb waited on by Scarcity is not withoiU eweetneaa. 
In a word, TeuieladrSckb banng thrown up his legal 
Profisaaion, finds himself without landmark of outward 
guidance; whoeby his previous want of decided Belief, 
0T inward guidance, is frightfiilly aggravated. Necessity 
urges him on ; Time will not atop, neitha can he, a Sod 
of Time ; wild paasions without solacranent, wild facul- 
ties widunt employment, ever vex and agitate him. 
He too must enact that stem Monodrama, No Object 
and no Rett; must front its successive destinies, work 
Anmgh to its catastrophe, and deduce therefimn what 
moral he can. 

Yet kt ua be just to him, let us a^it that his ' nedc- 
halter' sat nowise eaay on him ; that he was in some 
degree fiitced to break it off. If we look at the young 
man's civic poaition, in this Nameless Capital, aa he 
emei^ee from its Nameless University, we can discern 
well tliat it was &r from enviable. His first Law 
Examination he has come through triumphantly; and 
can even boast that the Examen Rigorosun need not 
have frightened him : but tboi^b he is hereby ' an 
AnuatUaior of respectability,' what avails it ? There 
is next to no employment to be had. Neither, for a 
youth without connexions, is the process of Expectation 
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very bopefut in itself; nor for «ne ; <rf Ub ditpontin 
much cheered from without. ' M; fellow. AuaoidtalWBi' 
he uys, ' were Auscultatori : they draned, imd digeate4i 
' and talked articulate woida ; other Titality Bhewed they 
' almost none. Small speculation in those eyee, that 
' they did glare withal ! Sense neither for the high oor 
* for the deep, nor for aught human or divine, save ooly 
' for the faintest scent of coming Preferment.' In 
which words, indicating a total estrangement on the 
part of TeufeUdrOckh, may there not also lurk traces 
of a bitterness as from wounded vanity? Doubtless 
these prosaic Auacullators may have sniffed at him, with 
his strange ways ; and tried to hate, and, what was mudi 
more impossible, to despise him. Friendly communioB, 
in any case, there could not be : already has the youi^ 
TeufeUdrOckh left the other young geese; and swims 
apart, th':ugh as yet uncertain whether be himself is 
c^^et or goeling. 

Perhaps too what little employment he had was 
performed ill, at best unpleasantly. ' Great practical 
method and expertness' he may bri^ of; but is there 
not also great practical pride, though deep-hidden, only 
the deeper-seated ? So sby a man can never have been 
popular. We figure to oureelvee, how in those days he 
may have played strange freaks with bis Independence, 
and so forth : do not his own worda betoken as much ? 
' Like a very young person, I imagined it was with 
' Work alone, and not also with Folly and Sin, in my- 
' self and others, that I had been appointed to struggle.' 
Be this aa it may, his progress from the passive Auscul- 
tatorship, towards any active Aseessorship, is evidently 
of the slowest. By degrees, those same estabUshed 
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—g," wnce pkttiaUy inclined to patronise him, seem to 

jvkMniir tfa^ countenance, and f^ie him up as * a 

tmet of gctaiuft ;' against whidi procedure be, in these 

'PUpWe, loodly prateata. ' Ab if,' s&yi he, ' the higher 

fid not presuppose the lower ; as if he who can fly 

JDto heKven, could not also walk post if he resoWed on 

it! But the world is an old woman, and misialces any 

gilt IsTthing for a gold coin ; wherehy being often 

cheated she will thenceforth tmst nothing but the 

common copper.' 

How our winged sky-messenger, unaccepted as m 

terrestrial runner, contrived, in the mean while, to keep 

himsdf <rom flying skyward without return, is not too 

«le«r from these Documents. Good old Gretchen seems 

to have vanished from the scene, perhaps from the iEarth ; 

other Horn of Plenty, or even of Parsimony, no where 

flows for him ; so that ' the prompt nature of Hunger 

beiog well known,' we are not without our ansiety. 

From private Tuition, in never so many languages and 

sciences, the aid derivable is small ; neither, to use hie 

own words, ' does the young Adventurer hitherto suspect 

*. in himself any literary gift ; but at best earns bread- 

' and-water wages, by his wide faculty of Translation. 

*■ Nevertheless,' continues he, ' that I subsisted is clear, 

' for you 6nd me even now alive.' Which fact, how- 

ever, except upon the principle of our true-hearted, kind 

old Proverb, that * there is ever Life for the Living,* 

we must profess ourselves unable to explain. 

Certain Landlords' Bills, and other economic Docu- 
ments, bearing the mark of Settlement, indicate that be 
vras not without money ; but, like an independent Heatlh- 
holdcr, if not House-holder, paid his way. Here also 
o3 
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occur, amoiig many others, two little mnlllRCed KMM, 
which peihnpB throw light on his cond{(i(»i. The 
first bat DOW no date, or writer's laxat, but n huge Blat ; 
■nd miM to thii effect : ' The ilt^bhi), tM down hj 
prerioiu promiae, cannot, excefit hy best wiflhta, for- 
ward the Herr Teufeledrfic^'e -ncwi on the Aetetmr- 
ehip in question ; and Eeea himself under the cruel ne- 
cessity of fbrbesring ft* the present, wh«t were otlwr- 
wise hia dnty and joy, to aasiM hi opening the csreer 
for a man of genius, on whom far higher triumjAw are 
yet waiting.' The other ia on gilt paper; tmd intemtc 
tti like a aort of epistolary mnnnny now dead, yet which 
once lived and beneficentiy worked. We give it in the 
anginal : * Herr TeufelsdrSckk teird von der Frait 
' Grdfinn, avf Dmnerstag, zum j^thbttbchsn Tbbb, 
* gchonttetu emgeladen.' 

l%ui, in answer to a cry fttf solid pudding, whereof 
there ia the most urgent need, comes, epigrammaticany 
mough, the invitation to k wash of qnite fluid Msthetie 
Tea! How Teafelsdr6ckh, now at actual handgrips 
with Destiny hetvelf, may have comported himself among 
these Mnsical and Literary Dilettanti of both eeies, like 
a hungry lion invited to a feast of chidfenweed, ve can 
only conjecture. Perhaps in expreesiTe silence, and ab- 
stinence : odterwise if the Ikra, in snch esse, is to feast 
St all, it cannot be on the chickenweed, but only on the 
diickens. For the rest, «s this Frau Gi4£nn dates frost 
the Zakdarm House, she can be no other than the 
Countess and mistress of the same ; wboee intellectual 
tendencies, and good will to Teoielsdrdckh, whether on 
the footing of Herr Towgood, or on his own footing, are 
heKby manifest, tiai some smt of relatJoD) indeed. 
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omtiBued, {(a & time, to cntiuct our Autobiognpher, 
tbongb perhaps feebly eaoagh, vith thii noble Home, 
w« have eliewhere expreu evidence. DDubllcM,if be 
expected ptttroaage, it was in yain ; enoi^ for him if 
be bare obtained occaaioiud gUropmc of the great wozld, 
from wbich we at one time tuicied him to have been 
always esduded. ' The TAiidwnat,' says be, ' lived in 
' tba soft, sumptuous garniture of AriBtocracy ; wbei'eto 
' Literature and Art, attracted and attached from witbcmC, 
^muat serve aa the handsomeat fringing. It was to the 

* Qtiadigen Frau (her Ladyship) that this latter im- 
' provement was due : assiduously she gathered, dexte- 
' Toustf she fitted on, what fringing was to be had; lace 
' or cobvreb, aa the place yielded.' Waa Tenfelsdruckh 
aUo a fringe, of lace or cobweb; or promiaing to be 
auch ? ' With His Excellem (the Count),' canti&ues 
he, ' I have more than once had the honour to converse ; 
' chiefly on general a&irs, asd the aspect of the* world, 
' wbidi be, though now paat middle life, viewed in no 
' unfavourable light ; finding indeed, except the Oat- 
' rooting of Journalism (jiie atuKurottende JavTnaiiitic), 

* little to desiderate therein. On sione points, aa lu> 
' Excellmx was not uncholeric, I found it more pleasant 
' to keep silence. Bendes, his occupation being that of 

* Owning Land, theremightbefaGultieseaou{^,which,ae 
' Buperfluwu for such use, wew little developed ilk hint.' 

liiat to TeufelsdrOckh the aspect of the world was 
nowise so faultless, and many things, besides ' the Out- 
rooting of Journalism,' might Iwve seemed improve- 
ments, we can readily conjecture. With nothing but a 
barren Aiucultatorsbip from without, and so many uoti- 
nouB thoughta and wishes from within, his position wu no 
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euy one. ' The UuTeTBe,' he says, ' mt as a mij^ty 
' Spb ins-riddle, which I knew io little f»f, yet muat rede, 
' orbedeTouied. Id red atreaks of uaapeakable grandeur, 
' yet also in the blackneBs of darkness, was Life, to my 
' loo-aDfuraiahed Thought, unfolding itaelf. A atnunge 

* contnidiction lay in me ; and I as yet knew not the 
' Bolution of it ; knew not that spiritual music can spring 
' only from discorda set in unieon ; that but for Eyil there 

* were no Good, aa Victory ia only possible by Battle.' 

- *I have heard affirmed (aurely in jest),' obeerreBhe 
elsewhere, ' by not UDphilantbropic persons, that ifwcre- 
'a real increase of human happiness, could all young 
' men firom the age of nineteen be covered under barrels, 
' or rendered ofherwiae invisible ; and there left to follow 
' their lawful studies and callings, till they emerged, 
' sadder aiid wiser, at the age of twenty-five. Witii 
' which Bnggestion, at least as considered in the light of 
■* a practical scheme, I need scarcely say that I nowise 
' coincide. Nevertheless it is plausibly ui^d that, as 

* young ladies {Mitdchen) are, to mankind, precisely 
'.the most delightful in those years ; so young gentlemen 

* {BAbchm) do then attain their maximum of detesta- 

* hility. Such gawks (f'ecken) are they, and foolish 
'peacocks, and yet with such a vulturous hunger for 
' self-indulgence ; so obstinate, obstreperous, vainglo- 
' lioflsi in all senses, so iroward and so forward. No 

* mortal's endeavour or attainment will in the smallest 
' eoDtent the as yet unendeavouring, unattaining young 
'gentleman; hut he could make it all in fiuitely better, 
' were it worthy of him. Liie every where i» the most 
' numageable matter, simple aa a qneation in the Rule of 

* Three : multiply your second and third term together. 
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' divide the i«oduct by tha firat, aad yaat qnoticnt will 
' be Um annrer,— which yon aze bat an mi if yon can- 
' not come aL The booby haa not yet fbimd out, by 
' any trial, that, do what one will, there ia ever a cursed 
' fi»otion, ofteneat a dedmal repeater, and no net integer 

* quotient «o much aa to be thought of.' 

In which passage, doea there not lie an implied con- 
feision that Teufeladifickh himaelf, beaides hig oatward 
obtBtmctiona, had an inward, still greater, to contend 
wi^; namely, a certain temporary,, youthful, yet etill 
afflictiTe derangement of head ? Ala* ! on the former 
aide alone, hia case waa hard enough. ' It continues 
' ever true^' aaya he, ' that Saturn, or Chronoe, or what 
' we call TiuB, devours all bis Children : only by in- 
' ceasant Running, by incessant Working, may you (for 
' some threescore and ten years) escape him ; and you 
' too be devours at last. Can any Sovereign, or Hcdy 
' Alliance of Sovereigns, bid Time stand still ;' even in 
' thought, shake themselves Iree of Time ? Our whole 
' teneatrial being ia bued on Time, and built of Time ; 
' it is wholly a Movement, a Time-impulse ; Time is tbe 
' ai^or of it, the material of it. Hence also our Whole 
' Duty, which it to Move, to Work, — in the right diiec- 
' tion. Are not our Bodies and omr Souls in cmtiiiual 

* movement, whether we will or not ; in a continual 

* Waste, requiring a continual Bepaii ? Utmost aUta- 

* bction of our whole outward and inward Wants weie 
' but satis&ctdon for a space of Time ; thus whatso we 
■ luve done, is done, and for us annihilated, and ever 
' must we go and do anew. O Time-Spirit, how luat 
' thou environed and impriaoned us, and sunk i» so 6etp 
' in thy trouhloua dim Time-Element ; that, only in 
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lucid momenta, can to mnch aa glimpaM of oar wf/fur 
Asuie Home be revealed to lu ! Me, however, aa a 
Son of Time, uahappier than some other*, was Time 
threriaiii^ to eat quite piemBturelj ; &t itrire as I 
might, tbere wa* no good Runaing, ao obatructed .nas 
the path, ao gyved were the feet.' That ia to aay, we 
pmume, apeaking in the dialeet of thia lower world, 
that TeufelsdrOclch'B whole duty and neeesaity wu, Uke 
other men'a, ' to work, — in the rigbt direction,' and that 
no work waa to be had ; wbeteby be became wretched 
enimgh. Aa waa natural : with haggard ScttTcity threat- 
ening him in the distance ; and ao vehement a wul lan- 
guiriiing in reatlesa inaction, and forced thereby, like 
Sir Hudibras'a sword by rust, 

To eat into itMlf, (or lock 

Of wnnetluDg eln to hew and liBck I 

But on tbe whole, that aame ' excellent Paaaivily,' aa 
it has allalong done, ia here again vigorously fiouriahing^; 
in which circumstance, may we not trace the b^nninga 
of much that now characterises our Proieaaor ; and per- 
haps, in funtrudimeata, the origin of the Clothes-Philo- 
Bophy itself? Already the attitude he hai aaaumed 
towuda the Woiid is too defenaive ; not, as would have 
b«en desirable, a bold attitude of attack. ' So far 
hitherto,' he says, ' aa I had mingled with mankind, I 
was notable, if for any thing, for a. certain stillneas of 
manner, which, a* my friends often lefaukingly declared, 
did but ill express the keen aidovr of my fedinga. I, 
in tmth, regarded men with en exeeas both ef love u>d 
of fear. The mystery of a Peraon, indeed, ii ever 
divine, to him that has a aenae for tbe Oodlike. Often, 
notwithstanding, was I blamed, and by half-strangera 
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* bKted, for my M-calkd MardneM (HUrte), my Indif- 
' ferentinn towardB men ; and the Meimngly ironic tone 
' I had adopted, a« my fitvourite dialect in Gonvemtkm. 
' Alu, the panoply of Sarcaam wta but as a hnckmi 
' caae, wherein 1 had atriven to envelope myielf ; that 
■ to my own poor Penon might live bb& thve; and in 

* all ftiendlineM, being no longer euaperated by woanda. 

* Sareaam I now aee to he, in general, the language of 
' the Devi] ; for which reason I have, long aince, aa good 

* aa renounced it. But how many individuida did I, in 
I those days, provoke into aome degree of hoMUity Aere- 
' by ! An ironic man, with hia aly atillneaa, and ambus- 
' oading wa;s, more espedallj an ironic young man, fiom 
' whom it is least expected, may be viewed as a pest to 
' society. Have we not seen persons of weight and name, 
' coming forward, with gentlest indifference, to tread such 
' a one out of sight, as an insignificancy and worm, start 
' ceihng-high ibatkenhoch'), and thence fall shattered 

* and supine, to be borne home on shntterB, not without 

* ind^ation, when he proved electric and a torpedo !' 

Alas, how can a man with this devilishnesa of temper 
make way for himself in Life ; where the first problem, aa 
Teufelsdrdckh too admits, is ' to unite yourself with some 
one, and with somewhat (sick amuschlKtteti) ?' Di- 
viuon, not union, is written on moat part of his procedure. 
Let us add too that, in no great length of time, the only 
important connexion he had ever aucceeded in forming, 
his connexion with the Z&hdann Family, aeems to have 
been paralysed, for all practical uses, by the death of the 
> not uncholeric* old Count. This &ct stands recorded, 
quite incidentally, in a certain Diicourte on Epitapht, 
huddled into the present Bag, among so much else ; of 
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whichEsny theleftrDinganJ curioue penetration are more 
to be tpproved of than the spirit. His grand principle 
ia, that lapidary inscriptions, of what sort soever, should 
be Historical rather than Lyrical. * By request of that 
' worthy Nobleman's survivors,* says be, ' I undertuolc 
' to compose hia Epitaph ; and not unmindful of my 
' own rules, produced the following ; which, however, 
* for an alleged defect of Latinity, a defect never yet 
' folly visible to myself, still remains unengraven ;' — 
wherein, we may predict, there is more than the Latinity 
that will surprise an English reader : * 



PHILIPPUS ZAEHDARM, COQNOHINE MAGNUS, 



QUINQUIES MILLE PEKDR1CE9 
VARII ClBl 

a », Futijua Skbvos quidbupci 
IN STERCUS 



r [iHidale\i rowmttiVM [ni&^e]. 
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* For long yeara.' writes TeufeladrOckh, ' had the poor 
' Hebrew, in this Egypt of an Auscultatorahip, painfully 
' toiled, baking bricks without itubble, before ever the 
' qaeBtion once struck him with entire force : For what? 
' — Beym Himmel .' For Food and Warmth ! And 

* are Food and Warmth nowhere else, in the whole 
' wide Universe, discoverable? — Come of it what might, 
' I resolved to try.' 

Thus then are we to see him in a new independent 
capacity, though perhaps for from an improved one. 
Teufelsdruckh is now a man without Profession. Quit- 
ting the common Fleet of herring-busses and whalers, 
where indeed his leewaid, laggard condition wss painful 
enough, he desperately steers off, on a course of his own, 
by sextant and compass of his own. Unhappy Teuf- 
elsdnkkh ! Though neither Fleet, nor Traffic, nor Com- 
modores pleased thee, still was it not a Fleet, sailing in 
prescribed track, for fized objects ; above all, in combi- 
nation, wherein, by mutual guidance, by all manner of 
loans and borrowings, each could manifoldly aid the 
other ? How wilt thou sail in unknown seas ; and for 
thyself find that shorter, Northwest Passage to thy lair 
Bpice-country of a Nowhere ? — A solitary rover, on such 
a voyage, with such nautical tactics, will meet with 
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adrentureB. Nay, as we forthwith diicover, a certain 
CalypBO-Ialand detaine hiia at the very outset ; and as 
it were foliifies aod overeets his whole reckoning. 

' If in youth,' writes he once, ' the Univerae is mn- 
' jeatically umeiUng, and evexywhere Heaven rerealing 

* itself on Earth, nowheie to the Young Man does this 

* Heaven on Earth so immediately reveal itself u in the 

* Young Maiden. Strangely enough, in thin strat^ 
' lift of ours, it has heen bo appointed. On the wbole,- 
' as I have often said, a Person (^PersonlichheH) ia ever 
' holy to UB ; a certain orthodox Anthropomorphism 
' connects my Me with all Thees in bonds of Love : but 
' it ia in this approzimation of the Like and Unlike, that 
' such heavenly attraction, as between Negative and 

* Positive, firet bums out into a flame. Ib the pitifuUeat 

* mortal Person, think you, indifferent to ub ? Ib it not 
' rather our heartfelt wish to be made one with him ; to 
' unite him to us, by gratitude, by admiration, even bj 

* fear ; or feiling all these, unite ouraelvea to him ? But 

* how much more, in this case of the Like-Unlike ! 
' Here ia conceded us the higher myatic poaaibility of 
■ such a union, the highest in our Earth ; thus, in the 

* conducting medium of Fantasy, flames forth that Jire- 

* development of the universal Spiritual Electricity) 
' which, as unfolded between man and woman, we first 
' emphatically denominate Lots. 

' In every well-conditioned atripling, as I conjecture, 

* there already bloom* a certain proapective Paradisei 

* cheered by some fairest Eve ; nor in the stately vistas, 
' and flowen^e and foliage of that Garden is a Tree of 

* Knowledge, beautiful and awful in the midst thereof^ 
' wanting. Perhaps too the whole is but the lovdier if 
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* Cbenibipi and & f lunitig S-notd divide it from all bat- 
' atepB of men; aad gunt him, tbe imagiuAliTe ■trip-' 
' ling, oolj the view, not iht enlmice. Hippy HMini 
' of viitiuus ygothi when Bbuoe is >til) an impaaitble 
' cdratial iMnier ; and the aacred aii-«itieiof Hopehare 
' Dot shrunk into the mean dajF-hainlets of Aeality ; and 

* man, by hia nature, is yet infinite and free ! 

* Aa for our young Forlorn,' continueB Teuf^sdrOckh, 
evidently meaning hiinaelf, ' in hie acduded way of life, 
' and with his glowing Fantasy, the more fiery that it 
' burnt under ctrver, as in a reverherating fiunace, hia 
' feeling tevarda the Queens of thia Earth was, and 
' indeed is, altogetbei nnapeakable. A visihle Divini^ 

* dwelt in them; to our young Friend all women wen 
' Ixdy, vere heavenly. As yd he but saw them flitting 
' put, in their many^^solouied angel-plum^e ; or faover- 
' ing mute and inaccessible on the outskirts of JEtthgtic 
' Tea : all of aii they were, all Soul and Fono ; so lovely, 
' like myateriovs priestesses, in whose hand was the in- 
' visible Jacob's-Iadder, whereby man might mount into 
' very Heaven. That lie, our poor Friend, ahoutd ever 

■ win for himself one of these Oracefela (Holdeii) — 
' Ack Gott ! how could he hope it ; ahonld he not have 

* died under it? There was a certain delirious verity 
' in the thought. 

' Thus was the young man, if all aceptical of Demona 
- and Angels auch as the vulgar bad once believed in, 

* nevmhelesa not anviBited by hosts of true Sky-boin, 

■ who visibly and audibly hovered round him wheieso he 
' went; and they had that religious worship in his 
' thought, though as yet it wu by their mere earthly 
' and trivial name that he named them. But now, if 
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on a lonl bo ciroumBtanced, some actual Atr-maiilen, 
iacarporated into taogibility and reality, should CMt 
any electric glance of kind eyes, aaying thereby, " Thoa 
too mayeat lore and be loved i" and so kindle him, — 
good Heaven, what a volcuiic, eartbqualce-lninging, 
aU-coofumin^ fire were probably kindled ! ' 
Such a fire, it afterwards appears, did actually borat 
fordi, with exploaiona more or leaa Veeavian, in the 
inner man of Herr Diogenes ; as indeed how coold it 
bil P A nature, which, in his own figurative style, we 
m^ht aay, had now not a little carboniaed dnder, of 
Irritability ; with »o much nitre of latent Paaaion, and 
sulphurous Hamour enough ; the whole lying in such 
hot neighbourhood, cloae by ' a reverberating fiunace of 
Fantasy ;' have we not here the components of driest 
Qnnpowder, ready, on occasion of the smalleat spark, to 
blaze up? Neither, in this out Life-element, are sparks . 
anywhere wanting. Without donbt, some Angel, whereof 
ao many hovered round, must one day, leaving ' the 
wjtskirts of Mstketic Tea,' flit nigher; and, by electric 
Promethean glance, kindle no deapicable firework. 
Happy, if it indeed proved a Firework, and fiamed off 
rocket-wise, in successive beautiful bursts of splendour, 
each growing naturally from the other, through the 
several stages of a happy Youthful Love ; till the whole 
were safely burnt out ; and the young soul relieved, with 
little damage ! Happy, if it did not rather prove & Con- 
flagration and mad Explosion ; painfiilly iaceradng the 
heart itself ; nay perhaps bursting the heart in pieces 
(which were Death) ; or at beet, bursting the thin walls 
-of your ' reverberating furnace,' so that it rage thencc- 
foith all nnchecked among the eont^noua combaatibka 
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(which -were Madnew) : till of the io fur and maoifiild 
mtemal world of our Diogenes, there remained Nothing, 
or only the ' crater of an extinct volcano ! ' 

From maltifariaus Documents in tbie Bag Capri- 
cerma, and in the ndjacent ones on both aides thereof, 
it becomes manifest that our Philosopher, as stoical and 
(Tiucal as he now looks, was beartil)^ and even frantici; 
in Lore : here therefore may our old doubts whether his 
heart were of atone or of flesh, give way. He loved 
oace ; not wisely but too well. Aod once only : for as 
your Congreve needs a new case or wrappage for every 
new rocket, 9o each human heart can properly exhibit 
Wt one Love, if even one ; the ' First Love which is 
iatmite' cdn be followed by no second like unto it. In 
more recent years, accordingly, the Editor of these 
Sheets was led to regard TeufelsdrSckh as a man not 
only who would never wed, but who would never even 
.flirt ; whom the grand-climacteric itself, and St. Martin't 
Summer of incipient Dotage, would crown with no new 
myrtle garland. To the Professor, women are hence- 
forth Pieces of Art; of Celestial Art, indeed; which 
CelestiBl pieces he glories to survey in galleriesi but bu 
lost thought of purchasing. 

Psychological readers are not without curiosity to see 
how TeufdsdrGckh, in this for him unexampled predka- 
ment, demeans himself; with what specialties of suc- 
cessive configuration, splendour and colour, his Firewoek 
Uaz^ off. Small, as usual, is the satisfaction that suoh 
can meet with here. From amid these confused maascs 
of Eulogy and Blegy, with their mad Petiardian ftnd 
Werterean ware lying madly scattered among all sorts 
fit quite extraneous matter, not somuch as the fair one's 
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name can' be deciphered. For, without doubt, the title 
Biumine, whereby she is here deii|;i)ftted, and which 
tneauB simply Qoddesi of Flowen, muet be fictitiout- 
Wh her red name Flota, then ? But what was her 
nmame, or had efae none ? Of iriiat atation in Life 
wnahe; of what parentage, fortune, aspect P Specially, 
by what Pre-establiahed Harmony of occurrences did 
the Lorer and the Loved meet one another in lo wide a 
world ; how did they behave in such meeting ? To all 
whick qneationa, not unessential in a Biogra^Aic work, 
mere Conjecture must for most part retam answer. 
' It was appointed,' eays our Philosopher, ' that the high 
' cdeatial ortut of Biumine should intersect the low 

* snUunary one of our Forlorn ; that be, looking in her 
' empyrean eyes, should foncy the upper Sphere of Light 
' was come down into this uether sphere of Shadows ; 

* and finding himself mistaken , make noise enough.* 

We aeero to gather that she was young, hazel-eyed, 
beautiful, and some one's Cousin ; highborn, and <tf 
high spirit; but unhappily dependent and insolvent; 
living, perhaps, on the not too gracious bounty of mooted 
relatives. But how came ' the Wanderer' into her 
circle ? Was it by the humid vehicle of Msthelic Tea, 
or by the arid one of mere Business? Was it on the 
hand of Herr Toii^;ood ; or of the Qn&dige Frau, who, 
aa an ornamental ArtiM, might sometimes like to pro- 
mote flirtation, especially for young cynical N<mde- 
scripts ? To all appearance, it waa diiefly by Accident, 
aad the grace of Nature. 

' Thou fair Waldschloss,' writes our Autobit^rapho*, 
' what stranger ever saw thee, were it even an abst^ved 
' AuKullator, officially bearing in bis pocket the last 
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' Relatio ex Atiis he would evei whte; but must have 
' paused to wonder 1 Noble MansioQ ! There itoodest 

* thou, in deep Mountaizi Amphitfaetire, on umbrageouB 
' lawns, in thy serene solitude j stately, mueive, sU of 
' ^Euiite; glitteriiig in the westem mmbeams, like a 
' palace of £1 Dondo, overlaid with precioui metal. 
' Beaudfol rose up, in wuvy curvature, the »lope of thy 
' g^idiao Hills : of the greeneat wna their award, ^- 
' bowed with its dark-brown frets of crag, or jotted by 
' same spreading solitary Tree and its shadow. To die 
' unconscious Wayfarer thou wert also as an Ammon's 
' Temple, in the Libyan Waste ; where, fat joy and woe, 

* the tablet of his Destiny lay written. Well migbt'he 
' pause and gaze ; in that glance of his were fffopbecy 
' and nomeleea forebodinga.' 

But now let us conjecture that the so presenlient 
Auacultator has handed in his Relatio ex Actis ; been 
invited to a glaaa of Rhine-wine ; and so, instead of 
returning diqfuiked and athirst to his dusty Town-home, 
ia ushered into the Gardenhouse, where sit the choicest 
party of damea and cavaliers ; if not engaged in Esthetic 
Tea, yet in tnutfiil evening conversation, and perhaps 
Musical CoSbe, for we hear of ' harps and pore voices 
making the stillness live.' Scarcely, it would seem, ia 
the Gaideuhonae inferior in respectability to the noble 
Mansion itself. ' £mbow«:ed amid rich foliage, rose- 

* dusters, and the hues and odoura (tf tiunisand flowers, 
' here sat that brave company ; in frmt, from the wide- 
' opened doors, foir outlook over blossom and bush, over 

* grove and velvet green, stretching, undulating onwards 

* to the remote Mountain peaks : so bright, so mild, and 
' everywhere the melody of birds and h^ppy creatttrea ; 
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' it wu all u if man had utoleii a thelter iron tbe Snn 
' in the bosom-veature of Sommer heteelf. How came 

* it that the Wanderer advanced thither with such fine* 
' casting heart (ahmtngsvoll), by the aide oi bis gay 
' hoBt? Did he feel that to theie eoft iufiuences bis 
' bard bosom ought to be shut ; that here, once more, 
' Fate had it to view to try him ; to mock him, and see 
' whether there were Humour in him ? 

' Next moment he hnda himaelf presented to Uie 
' party ; and specially by name to — Blumine ' Pecuhai 
' among aU dames and damoaels, glanced Blumine, there 
' in her modesty, like a star among earthly lights. No^ 

* blest maiden ! whom he bent to, in body and in soul ; 
' yet scarcely daied look at, for the presence filled him 
' with painful yet sweetest embarraBsiiieDt. 

' Blumine's was a name well kaown to him ; far and 
' wide, was the fair one heard of, for her gifts, her graces, 
' her caprices : from all which vague colourings of Ru- 
' mour, from the censures no less than from the praiaes, 
' had our Friend painted for himself a certain imperious 
■ Queen of Hearts, and blooming wann Earth-angel, 
' much more enchanting than your mere white Heaven- 

* angels of women, in whose placid veins circulates too 
' little naphtha-fire. Herself also be had seen in public 

* places ; that light yet so stately form ; those dark 
' tresses, shading a &ce where smiles and sunlight 
' played over e^nest deeps : but all this he had seen 
' only as a magic vision, for him inaccessible, almoti 
' without reality. Her apbere was too far from hit ; 
' how should she ever think of him ; O Heaven I how 
' should they bo much as once meet t(^ther7 And 
' now that Rose^oddeas sits in the same circle with 
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him ; the Hgbt of her ejea hu tmiled on him, if he 
•peak ^e will hear it ! Nay, who knows, since the 
bttvoilj Sub looks into lowest vnlleys, but Blumine 
bendf mig^ here i&rctime noted the so unuotablc ; 
perhtpe, frinn hit very gaiiuayen, as he had (ram hers, 
gatheted wonder, gathered fsTour for him ? Wm the 
AttTBCtioii, the agitation mutual, then ; pole and pole 
tiembhng towards contact, when once brought into 
aeighbourhood ? Say rather, heart aweUing in pre- 
sence of the Queen of Hearts ; like the Sea swelling 
when once near its Moon ! With the Wanderer it 
was even so : as in heavenward gravitation, suddenly 
aa at the touch of a Seraph's wand, his whole soul it 
roused from its deepest recesses ; and all that was 
painful, and that was blissful there, dim images, vague 
feelings of a whole Past and a whole Future, ue heav- 
ing in unquiet eddies within him. 
' Often, in far less agitating scenes, had our still 
Friend shrunk forcibly together ; and shrouded up his 
tremours and flutterings, of what sort soever, in a safe 
cover of Silence, and perhaps o[ teeming Stolidity. 
How was it, then, that here, when trembling to the 
core of hit heart, he did not sink into swoone, but rose 
into stretch, into fearlessness and clearness 7 It was 
hit guiding Genius (_Damon) that inspired him ; he 
must go forth and meet his Destiny, Shew thyself 
now, whispered it, or be for ever hid. Thus sometimes 
it is even when your anxiety becomes transcendental, 
that the soul first feels herself able to transcend it ; 
^at she rises above it, in fiery victory ; and, borne on 
new-found wings of victory, moves so calmly, even 
because to rapidly, so iiresistibly. Always must the 
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* WimdateT remember, with a certain udBfaddan sad 
' nirpriee, how in tbii case he sat not silent, but etmck 
' adroitly into the itream of convereation ; whicb thence- 
' forth, to apeak with an apparent not a real vanity, lie 
' may say that he continued to lead. Surdy, in thoae 
' houra, a certain inapiration wae imparted him, auch 
' inapiration as is atill possible in our late era; The 
' eelf-secluded unfolds himself in noble thoi^bta, in free, 
' glowing words ; his soul is aa one sea of light, the 
' peculiar home of Truth and Intellect ; wherein also 
' Fantasy bodies forth form afier form, radiant with all 
' prismatic hues.' 

It appears, in this otherwiae so happy .meeting, there 
talked one ' Philistine ;' who even now, to the general 
wearinese, was dominantly pouring' forth Philistinism 
{Philistriositaten) ; little witting what hero waa here 
entering to demolish him ! We omit the aeries of 
Socratic, or rather Diogenic utterances, not unhappy in 
their way, whereby the monster. ' persuaded into ailence,' 
seems soon after to have withdrawn for the n^ht. * Of 

* which dialectic marauder,' writes our hero, ' the die- 
' comGture wag visibly felt as a benefit by raoat : but 
' what were all applauses to the glad smile, threatening 
' every moment to become a laugh, wherewith Blumine 
' heraclf repaid the victor? He ventured to address her, 
' she answered with attention : nay, what if there were 
' a slight tremouT in that silver voice ; what if tbe red 
' glow of evening were hiding a transient blush 1 

' The conversation took a higher tone, one fine thought 
' called forth another : it was one of those rare seasons, 
' when the soul expands with full freedom, and man 
' feela binuelf brought near to man. G^y ii^ light, 
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that circle : for the burdeii was rolled from every heart ; 
the barriera of Ceremotty, which are indeed the Laws 
of polite living, had melted a« intoTftpour; and the 
poor claima of Me and Thee, no longer parted by 
rigid fences, now flowed eiiftly into one another ; and 
Life lay all harmonioust many>tinted, like some fair 
royal champaign, the eorereign and owner of which 
were Ixtye only. Such muiic iprings from kind hearta, 
in a kind environment of place and time. And yet aa 
the light grew more aErial on the mountain tops, and 
the shadows fell longer over the valley, some faint 
tone of sadness may have breathed through the heart ; 
and, in whispen more or less audible, reminded every 
one that bb this bright day wai drawing towarda its 
cloae, BO likewise must the Day of man's Existence 
decline into dust and darkpeas ; and with all its sick 
toiling», and joyfid and mournfiil noises, unk in the 
stilt Eternity. 

' To OUT Friend the hours seemed moments ; holy 

was he and happy ; the words from those sweetest lips 

came over him like dew on thirsty grass ; all better 

feelings in his soul seented to whisper : It is good for 

US to be here- At parting, the BJumine's hand was 

in his ; in the balmy twilight, with the kind stars above 

them, he spoke something of meeting again, which was 

not contradicted; he pressed gently those small soft 

fingers, and it seemed as if they were not hastily, not 

aiqpily withdrawn,' 

Poor Teufelsdrockh ! it is clear to demonstration thou 

art smit : the Queen of Hearta would see a ' man of 

genius* also sigh for her ; and there, by art magic, in 

H 2 
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that preternatural hour, has the bound aod Bpell-bound 
thee. ' Love is not altogether a Delirium,' says he else- 
where i ' yet has it many poiuta in common therewith, 
I call it rather a discerning of the Infinite in the 
Finite, of the Idea made Real ; which discerning 
again may be either true or falae, either seraphic or 
demoniac, Inapiratioa or Insanity. But in the former 
case, too, as in common Madneas, it is Fantasy that 
superadds itself to Sight ; on the ao petty domain of 
the Actual, plants its Archimedes '-lever, whereby to 
move at will the infinite Spiritual. Fantasy I might 
call the true Heaven-gate and Hell-gate of man : his 
BcnsuouB life is but the small temporary stage {Zeit- 
bahne), whereon thick-streaming influences from both 
these far yet near regions meet visibly, and act tragedy 
and melodrama. Sense can support herself handsomely, 
in most countries, for some eigbteenpence a-day ; but 
for Fantasy planets and solar-systems will not suffice. 
Witness your Fyrrhus conquering the world, yet drinlc- 
ing no better red wine than he had before.' Alas, 
witness also your Diogenes, flame-clad, scaling the 
upper Heaven, and verging towards Insantly, for prize 
of a ' high-Bouled Brunette,' as if the Earth held but one, 
and not several of these ! 

He says that, in Town, they met again : ' day after 
day, like his heart's sun, the blooming Blumine shone 
on bim. Ah ! a little while ago, and he was yet all in 
darkness : him what Gracefiil (_Holde) would ever love ? 
Disbelieving all things, the poor youth had never 
learned to believe in himself. Withdrawn, in proud 
timidity, within his own fastnesses ; solitai^ from men, 
yet bailed by, nigbt-s^tres enough, he saw himself. 
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* with > Had indignation, constrained to renounce the 

* (aireit hopes of existeace. And now, now ! " She 

* looks on thee," cried he : " she the fairest, noblest i 
' do not her dark eyes tell thee, thou art not despised 7 
' The Heaven's-Mesaenger ! All Heaven's blestsinga be 
' hers !" Thus did soft mslodieB flow through his heart ; 

* tonee of an infinite gratitude ; sweetest intimations that 

* he also was a man, that for him also unutterable joys 
' had been provided. 

' In free speech, earneet or gay, amid lambent glances, 
' laughter, tears, and of^en with the inarticulate mystic 

* speech of Music : such was the element they now lived 
' in; in such a many-tinted, radiant Aurora, and by this 
' fairest of Orient Light-bringers must our Friend be 
' blandished, and the new Apocalypse of Nature unrolled 

* to hint. Fairest Blumine ! And, even as a Star, all 

* File and humid Softness, a very light-ray incarnate ! 

* Was there so much as a fault, a " caprice," he could 
' have dispensed with ? Was she not to him in very 
' deed a Morning-Star ; did not her presence bring with 

* it airs from Heaven ? As from Eolean Harps in the 
' bie^ of dawn, as from the Memnon's Statue struck 

* by' the rosy finger of Aurora, unearthly music was 

* around him, and lapped him into untried balmy Rest. 
' Pale Doubt fled away to the distance ; Life bloomed 
' up with happiness and hope. The Past, then, was all 
' a haggard dream ; he had been in the Garden of Eden, 

* then, and could not discern it ! But lo now ! the 
' black walls of his prison melt away ; the captive is 
' alive, is free. If he loved his Dtsenchantress ? Ach 
' QoU ! His whole heart and goul and life were hers. 
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< but never had he named it Love : existence was all a 
' Feeling, not yet ehaped into a Thooght.' 

NevetthelesB, into a Thought, nay into an Action, it 
must be shaped; for neither Disenchanter nor Disen- 
chantreas, mere ' Children of Time,' can abide by Feel- 
ing alone. The Professor knows not, to this day, ' how 
' in her soft, fervid bosom, the Lovely fonnd determina- 

* tion, even on heat of Necessity, to cut asunder these 
' BO blissful bonds.' He even appean lurprised at the 
' Duenna Cousin,' whoever she may have been, * in 
' whose meagre, hunger-bitten philosophy, the religion 

* of young hearts was, from the first, fiiintly approved 
' of.' We, even at such distance, can explain it without 
necromancy. Let the Philosopher answer this one ques- 
tion : What figure, at that period, was a Mrs. Teufels- 
drockh likely to make in poliahed society ? Could she 
have driven so much bb a brass-bound Qlg, or even a 
■im|rfe iron-spring one ? Thou foolish ' absolved Aus- 
cnltator,' before whom lies no prospect of capital, will 
any yet known ' religion of yoang hearts' keep the 
human Kitchen warm ? Pshaw ! thy divine Blomine, 
when she ' resigned herself to wed some richer,' shews 
more philosophy, though but ' a woman of geniua,' than 
thou, a pretended man. 

Our readers have witnessed the origin of this Ijove^ 
mania, and with what royal splendour it waxes, and 
rises. Let no one aek uB to unfold the glories of its 
dominant state ; much leas the horrors of its almost 
instantaneom dissolution. How from such inorganic 
masses, henceforth madder than ever, as lie in these 
Bags, can even fragments of a living delineation be 
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(nrgraiaed ? Besides, of vhat profit were it ? We view, 
with a lively pleasure, the gay silk Mon^lfier start 
from the ground, and shoat upwards, cleaving the liquid 
deeps, till it dwindle to a lumiuous star : but what is 
thext to look longer on, when once, by natural elasticity, 
or accident of fire, it has exploded P A hapless air- 
nav^atoT, plunging, amid torn parachutes, sand-bags, 
and confused wrecl^ fast enough, into the jaws of the 
Devil ! Suffice it to know that TeufelsdrDckli rose into 
the highest regions of the Empyrean, by a natural para- 
bolic track, aud returued thence in a quick perpendicular 
one. For the rest, let any feeling reader, who has been 
unhappy enough to do the like, paint it out for himself; 
considerii^ only that if he, for his perhaps comparatively 
insignificant mistress, underwent such agonies and 
frenzies, what must TeufelsdrOckb's have been, with a 
fire-heart, and for a nonpareil Blumine! We glance 
merely at the final scene : 

' One morning, he found his Moming-star all dimmed 
and dusky-red i the fair creature was silent, absent, 
she seemed to have been weeping. Alas, no longer a 
Moming-star, but a troublous skyey Portent, an- 
nouncing that the Doomsday had dawned ! She said, 
in a tremulous voice, they were to meet no more.* 
The thunderstruck Air-sailor is not wanting to himself 
in this dread hour : but what avails it ? We omit the 
passionate expostulations, entreaties, indignations, since 
all was vain, and not even an explanation was conceded 
him ; and hasten to the catastrophe. * Farewell, then, 
' Madam ! said he, not without sternness, for bis stung 
' pride helped him. She put her hand in bis, she looked 



uGoog[c 



162 - tARfOE UsiatOB. 

' in his hce, team started to her eyea ; in vild audacity 
' he clasped her to hia bosom ; their lips were joined, 

* their two sonls, like two dew-drops, rushed into one, 
* — for tlie first time, and for the last!' Thus waa 
Tenfelfldrlkkh made immortal by a kiss. And then ? 
Why, then — ' thick curtains of Night rushed over his 

* soul, as rose the immeasurable Crash of Doom ; and 

* through the ruins as of a shivered Universe, was he 
' fallii^, falling, towards the Abyss.' 
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CHAPTER VI. 

SORROT8 OF TSOFKLSDrGCKB. 

Wb have long felt that, with a man like our Profieaior, 
matteia muat often be expected to take a couiae of their 
own ; that, in bo multiplex, intricate a nature, there 
might be channels, both for admitting and emitting, 
such a> the Psychologist had seldom noted ; in short, 
that on no grand occasion and convulaion, neither in the 
joy-storm nor in the woe-atonn, could you predict his 
demeanour. 

To our less philosophical readera, for example, it is 
now clear that the so passionate TeufeladrOckh, precipi- 
tated through ' a shivered Univerae' in tbia extraordinary 
way, has only one of three things which he can next 
do : Establish himself in Bedlam ; begin writing Satanic 
Poetry ; or blow out his braina. In the progress towardg 
any of which consummations, do not such readers aali- 
cipate extravagance enough ; breast-beating, brow-beat 
ing (againat walla), lion^bellowings of blasphemy and 
the Uke, stampings, amitingE, breakages of furniture, if 
not arson itself? 

Nowise BO does TeufeladrOckh deport him. He quietly 
lifta his PUgerstab (Pilgrim- staff), ■ old business being 
soon wound up ;' and begins a perambulation and cir- 
eumambulation of the terraqueoua Globe ! Curious it is, 
indeed, how wilb such vivacity of conception, such in- 

H 3 
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tensity of feeling ; abovR all, with these unconscionable 
habits of Exaggeration in speech, he combines that 
wonderful stillness of his, that stoicism in external 
procedure. Thus if his sudden bereavement, tn this 
matter of the Flower-godden, is talked of as a real 
Doomsday and Dissolution of Nature, in which light 
doubtless it partly appeared to himself, his own nature 
is nowise dissolved thereby ; but rather is compremed 
closer. For once, as we might sny, a Blumine by magic 
f^pliances has unlocked that shut heart of his, and its 
hidden things rush out tumultuous, boundless, like genii 
enfranchised from their glass phial : but no sooner an 
your magic appliances wi&drawn, than the ttrange 
casket of a heart springs-to again ; and perhaps there is 
now no key extant that will open it ; for a TeufelsdrCckh, 
as we remarked, will not love a second time. Singuki 
Diogenes ! No sooner has that heart-rending occurrence 
fairly taken place, than he affects to .regard it as a thing 
natural, of which there is nothing more to be said. 'One 
' highest Hope, seemingly legible in the eyes of an 
' Angel, had recalled him a* out of Death-shadows into 
* celestial Life : but a gleam of Tophet passed over the 
' &ce of his Angel ; he was rapt away in whirlwinds, 
■ and heard the laughter of Demons. It was a Calenture,' 
adds he, ' whereby the Youth saw green Pturadise-groves 
' in the waste- Ocean-waters : a lying vision, yet not wholly 
' a lie, for he saw it.* But what things soever passed 
in him, when he ceased to see it; what rt^ogs and 
despairings soever TeufblsdrCckh's soul was the scene of, 
he has the goodness to conceal under a quite opaque 
cover of Silence. We know it well ; the first mad 
paroxysm past, our brave Gneschen collected hia dis- 
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membered philosophies, snd buttooed faimielf together ; 
he was meek, silent, or spoke of the weather, anil the 
JouTDsls : only by a transieat knitting of those shaggy 
brows, by some deep flash of those eyes, glancing one 
knew not whether with tear-dew or with flerce fire, — 
might you hsTe guessed what a Gehenna was within ; 
that a whole Satanic School were spouting, though in- 
audibly, there. To consume your own choler, as some 
chimneys consume their own smoke ; to keep a whole 
Satanic School spouting, if it most spout, inaucbbly, is a 
Relative yet no slight virtue, nor one of the commonest 
in these times. 

Nevertheless, we will not take upon us to say, that 
in the strange measure he fell upon, there was not a 
touch of lateut Insanity ; whereof indeed the actual 
condition of these Documents in Capricomus and 
Aquarius is no bad emblem. His so unlimited Wander- 
ings, toilsome enough, are without assigned or perhaps 
•saignable aim'; internal Unrest seems his sole guidance ; 
he wanden, wanders, as if that curse of the Prophet had 
&llen on him, and he were ' made like unto a wheel.' 
Doubtless, too, the chaotic nature of these Paperbags 
af^ravates our obscurity. Quite without note of pre- 
paration, for example, we come upon the following slip : 
' A peculiar feeling ia it that will rise in the Traveller, 
' when turning some hill-range in his desert road, he 
.' descries lying far below, embosomed among its groTCs 
' and green natural bulwarks, and all diminished to a 
' toybox, the fair Town, where so many souls, as it were 
< seen and yet unseen, are driving their multifarious 
' traffic. Its white steeple is then truly a starward- 
^ pointing finger ; the canopy of blue smoke seems like a 



uGoog[c 



156 lARTOS KStAHTDS. 

' sort of Life-breBth : for alwaya, of iu owa ttu^> 
' the Boul gives unity to whstso it looks on with Iotc 
' th.UB does the little Dwellingplace of men, in itself a 

* congerieBofhouieiandhutBtbecomefoTua&n individual, 
' almost a person. But what thouBaud other thoughts 

* unite thereto, if the place has to ourselTes been the arena 
' of joyous or mournful experiences ; if perhaps the cradle 
' we were rocked in still stands there, if our Loving ones 

* sdtt liwell there, if our Buried ones there slumber !' 
Does TeufelsdrOckh, as the wounded eagle is said to 
m^ fi^ its own eyrie, and indeed military desuters, and 
all hunted outcast creatures, turn as if by instinct in the 
direction of their birthland, — fly first, in this extremity. 
Inwards bis native EntepfuLl j but reflecting that there 
no help awaits him, take but one wistful look from the 
distance, and then wend elsewhither ? 

Little happier seems to be his nest flight : into the 
wildsofNatuTe;aB if in her mother-bosom he would 
seek healing. So at least we incline to interpret the 
following Notice, separated from the former by some 
consid^able space, wherein, however, is nothing note- 
worthy : 

' Mountains were not new to him ; biit rarely are 
' Mountains seen in such combined majesty and grace 
' aa here. The rocks are of that sort called Primitive 
' by the mineralogists, which always arrange themselves 
' in masses of a rugged, gigantic character ; which rug- 
' gednesB, however, is here tempered by a singular airi- 

* ness of form, and softness of environment : in a climate 
•fayourable to vegetation, the gray cliff, itself covered with 
' lichens, shoots up through a garment of foliage or vei- 

* dure ; and white, bright cottages, tree-shaded, cluster 
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Tonsd the cverkstiag granite. In £ne TiciBsitiide, 
Beauty Klleroatet with Grandear: you ride tbrougb 
stony hollows, along strait paBBe», traversed by tor- 
rents, OTerhung by high walla of rock ; now winding 
amid broken shaggy chasms, snd hi^e iragments ; 
now aoddenly eroerging into some emerald valley, 
irtkere the streamlet collects ilself into a Luke, and 
man bas again found a lair dwelling, and it seems 
as if Peace had established herself in the bosom of 

■* Strength. 

' To Peace, however, in this vortex of existence, can 

' the Son of Time not pretend : still less if some Spectre 

* haunt him from the Past ; and the Futnre is wholly d 
' Stygian Darkness, spectre-bearing. Reasonably might 
' the Wanderer exclaim to himself : Are not the gates 
' of this world's Happiness inesorably shut gainst thee ; 
' bast thou a hope that is not mad ? Nevertheless, one 
' may still murmur audibly, or in the original Greek if 
' that suit better : " Wboso can look on Death will start 
' at no shadows ?" 

* From such meditations is the Wanderer's attention 
' called outwards ; for now the Valley closes in abruptly; 
' intersected by a huge mountain mass, the stony waler- 

* worn asor.Bt of which is not to be accomplidied on 
' horseback. Arrived aloft, he finds himself again VitUA 

* into the evening sunset light ; and cannot but pane, 
■ and gaze round him, some momenta there An npland 

* ineguler expanse of wold, where valleys in complex 
' branchings are suddenly or slowly arranging their 
' descmt towards every quarter of the sky. The mouB- 
' tain-ranges are beneath your feet, and folded together : 
' only the loftier summits look down here and there as 
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' on a lecond plain; lakes alio lie dnr and eamett in 

* their wlitude. No trace of man nowritible; onkMin- 

* deed it were he who faihioned that little visible link of 
' Highwaj. heie, at would aecm, Bcalin^^ the ioaocesaible, 
'to unite Province with Province. ButBunwBTda,loyoB! 
' how it towers sbeer up, a wwld of MountiiiiB, the 

* diadem and centre of the mountain region ! A hundred 
' and a hundred uvage pealcs, in the hut light of Day ; 

* all glowing, of gold and amethyet, like giant ipiriti of 
' the wilderneis ; there in their silence, in their solitude, 

* even u on the night when Noah's Deluge fiist diied ! 
' Beautiful, nay solemn, wsa the sudden aspect to our 
' Wanderei. He gazed over those stupendous masses 
' with wonder, almost with longing desire ; never till this 
' hour had he known Nature, that she waa One, that she 

* was his Mother and divine. And as the ruddy glow was 
' fading into clcftmesB in the sky, and the Sun had now 

* departed,amunnuTofEtemityBndInunensity,ofDeath 
' and of Life, stole through his soul ; and he felt as if 
' Death and Life were one, as if the Earth were not dead, 
' aa if the Spirit of the Earth had its throae in that splen- 
'douT,andhiBOwnspintweie therewith holdingconununion. 

' The spell was broken by a sound of carriage-wheels. 
' Emerging from the hidden Northwaid, to sink soon 
' into the hidden Southward, came a gay barouche-and- 
' four : it was open ; servants and postilions wore wed- 
' dii^-favours : that happy pair, then, had found each 

* other, it was their marriage evening '. Few momenlfl 
' brought them near : Du Himmet ! It was Hen Tow- 
' good and — — Blumine ! With shght unrecognising 
' salutation they passed me ; plunged down amid the 
' neighbouring thickets, onwards, to Heaven, and to 
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' England ; u>d I, in my friend Richter's wordt, / re- 
' mdtTied altme, behind them, wiik the Night,' 

W«re it not cruel m theae ciicumsuncea, here might 
be ttte p]ace to inwrt an obeerTation, gleaned long ago 
(rom the great Clothes-Volume, wb»e it etanda with 
qoite othtr intent : ' Some time before Small-pox waa 
eitiTpated,' aaya the Profesaor, ' there came a new 
malady of the apiritual sort on Europe : I mean the 
epidemic, now endemicol, of View-hunting. Poeta of 
old date, bdng privileged with SenseB, had aleo enjc^ed 
external Nature ; but chiefly as we enjoy the crystal 
cup which holds good or bad liquor for us ; that is to 
say, in silence, or with slight incidental commentary : 
never, as I compute, till after the Sorrows of WerleTf 
was there man found who would say ; Come let us 
make a Description ! Having drunk the liquor, come 
let us eat the glass ! Of which endemic the Jenncr is 
unhappily atill to seek.' Too tme ! 
We reckon it more important to remark that the Pro- 
fessor's Wanderings, so far as his stoical and c^pnical 
envelopement admits us to clear insight, here first take 
their permanent character, fatuous or not. That bBsilisk- 
glance of the Baiouche-and-four seems to have withered 
up what little remnant of a purpose may have atill 
lurked in him: Lifehasbecomewholly a dark labyrinth; 
wherein, through long years, our Friend, flying from 
spectres, must stumble about at random, and naturally 
with more haste than progress. 

Foolish were it in us to attempt follovring him, even 
frtim afar, in this extraordinary world- pilgrimage of hia; 
the simplest record of which, were clear record possible, 
would fill volumes. Hopeless is the obscurity, un- 
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tpeakable the confosioii. He glides from country to 
country, ftotn coiiditioa to condition ; vaniBhing and re- 
tppeuing, DO man can calculate how or where. Through 
■n quarters of the world he wanders, and apparently 
through all circles of society. If in any scene, perhaps 
difficult to fix get^raphically, he settles for a time, and 
jorms connexionB, be sure he will snap them abruptly 
uuoder. Let him sink out of sight as Private Scholar 
{PrivaUtirender), living by the grsce of God, in some 
European capital, you may next find him as Hadjee in 
the neighbourhood of Mecca. It is an inexplicable 
Phantasmagoria, capricious, quick-changing ; ae if our 
TravelleT, instead of limbs and highways, had transported 
hinuelf by some wishing- carpet, or Fortunatue' Hat. 
The whole too imparted emblematically, in dim multi- 
farious tokens (as that collection of Street'Advertise- 
ments) ; with only some touch of direct historical notice 
sparingly interspersed : little ligbt-islets in the world of 
haze ! So that, irom this point, the Professor is more of 
an enigma than ever. In figurative language, we might 
say he becomes, not indeed a spirit, yet spiritualised, 
vaporised. Fact unparalleled in Biography : The river 
of his History, which we have traced from its tiniest 
fountains, and hoped to see 6ow onward, with increasing 
current, into the ocean, here dashes itself over that ter- 
riGc Lover's Leap ; and, as a mad-foaming cataract, 
flies wholly into tumultuous clouds of spray ! Low down 
it indeed collects again into pools and plashes ; yet only 
(it a great distance, and with difficulty, if at all, into a 
general stream. To coat a glance into certain of those 
poola and plashes, and trace whither they run, must, for 
a chapter or two, form the limit of our endeavour. 
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For which end doubtleas those direct hiBtorical No- 
ticee, vhere they can be met with, aie the heit. Nerer- 
theleas, of this sort t«o there occurs much, which, with 
our preaent light, it were questionable to emit Teuf- 
dadrfickh, vibrating eyerywhere between the highest and 
the lowest levels, comes into contact with public History 
itself. Far example, those convenations and relations 
with illuBtrious Persons, as Sultan Mahmoud, the Em- 
peroi Napoleon, and others, are they not as yet rather of 
k diplomatic character than of ft biographic F The 
Editor, appreciating the sacredness of crowned hefids, 
nay perhaps auapecting the possible trickeries of a 
Clothes-Philosopher, will eschew this province for the 
present : a new time may bring new insight and a dif- 
ferent duty. 

If we Bsk now, not indeed with what ulterior Purpose, 
for there was none, yet with what immediate outlooks ; 
U all events, in what mood of mind, the Professor under - 
took and prosecuted this world-pilgrimage, — the answer 
11 more distinct than favourable. * A nameless Unreet,' 
■ays he, ' urged me ftlrward ; to which the outward 
' modon waa some momentary lying solace. Whither 
' should I go? My Loadstars were blotted out ; in that 
' canopy of grim fire ahime no star. Yet forward must 
' I ; the ground buint under me ; there was no rest for 

* the sole of my foot. I was aloue, alone ! Ever too the 

* strong inward longing shaped Fantaams for itself: 
' towards these, one after the olher, must 1 fruitlessly 
' wander. A feeling I had that, for my fever-thirst. 

* there waa and must be somewhere a healing Fountain. 
' To many fondly imagined Fountains, the Saints' Wells 

* of these days, did I pilgrim j to great Men, to great 
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Gtiex, to great Events : bnt found there no healing. 
In strange couDtriea, as in the treU-kuown ; in savage 
deserts as in the press of corrupt civili»tton, it wm 
ever the sanie ; how could your Wanderer eacape from 
— A»* ovm Shadow f Nevertheless still Forward ! I 
felt as if in great haste ; to do I saw aot what, From 
the depths of my own heart, it called to me, Forwards t 
The wmds and the streams, and all Nature sounded tn 
me, Forwards ! Ach Ootl, I was even, once for all, a 
Son of Time.' 

From which is it not clear that the internal Satanic 
School waa stilt active enough ? He says elsewhere : 
' The Enchiridion of Epictetua I had ever with me, 
' often as my sole rational companion ; and regret-to 
* mention that the nourishment it yielded was trifling.* 
Thou foolish Teufelsdruckh ! Howcoulditelse 7 Hadst 
thon not Greek enough to understand thus much: The 
end of Man it an Action, and not a Thought, though it 
were the noblest ? 

' How i lived ? ' writes he once : ' Friend, hast thou 
' considered the " rugged all-nourishing Earth," as So- 
' phoclea well names her ; how she feeds the sparrow on 
' the housetop, much more her darling, man ? While 
' thou Btiirest and Uvest, thou hast a probability of 
' victual. My breakfast of tea has been cooked by a 
' Tartar woman, with water of the Amur, who wiped her 
' earthen-kettle with a horse-tail. I have roaeted wild 
' eggs in the sand of Sabant ; I have awakened in Puis 
' Ettrapades and Vienna IHalxl^ns, with no prospect of 
'breakfast beyond elemental liquid. That I had my 
' living to seek saved me from Dying, — ^by suicide. In 
'our busy Europe, is there not an everlasting demand 
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' for Intellect, in the chemical, mechaaicil, political, 
' religioiu, educational, commennol departxieatB ? In 
' Pagan countriei, cannot one vrite Fetiahes? Liring! 
' Little knoweat thon vhat alchemy ia in aa inventive 

* Soul ; how, aa with ita little finger, it can create pro- 
' virion enough for the bod; (of a Philoropher) ; and 
' then, aa with both hands, create quite other than pro- 

* viaion ; namely, apectres to torment itself withaL' 

Poor TeufeJadiuckh ! Fl;ii^ with Hunger alwaya 
pArallel to him; and a whole Infernal Chace in hia rear; 
80 that the countenance of Hunger is comparativel; a 
friend's ! Thua must he, in the temper of ancient 
Cain, or of the modem Wandering Jew, aave only that 
be feela himself not guilty and but suffering the paina of 
guilt, — wend to and iro with aimleaa speed. Thua must 
be, over the whole surface of the Earth (by foot-prints), 
write his Sorrows of Teufelsdrockh ; even aa the great 
Goethe, in passionate words, must write his Sorr&wt of 
Werler, before the spirit freed herself, and he could 
become a Man. Vain truly is the hope of your swiftest 
Runner ' to escape from his own Shadow 1 ' Never- 
theless, in these sick days, when the Bom of Heaven 
first descries himself (about the ^ of twenty) in a 
world such aa ours, richer than usual in two things : in 
Tmths grown obsolete, and Tisdes grown obsolete, — 
what can the fool think but that it is alia Den' of Lies, 
wherein whoso will not speak Lies and act Lies, mnat 
atand Idle, and despair? Whereby it happens that, 
for your nobler minds, the publishing of some such 
Worit of Art, in one or the other dialect, becomes almost 
a necessity. For what is it properly hut an Altercation 
with the Devil, before you begin honestly Fighting him ? 
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Toar Byron publiBhca hia Sorrows of Lord George, in 
*erae sad in pioK, uid copiously otherwise : your Boiia- 
ptrte repreaenU his Somncs of Napoleon Opent, in an 
«ll-too stupendous style ; with music of cannon -voUies, 
and marder-ahrieki o( a world; his stage-lights are the 
fires of ConflagTRtioa ; his rhyme and recitative are the 
^mp of embattled Hosts and the sound of falling Citin. 
— Happier is he who, like our Cloth ea-PhiloBopher, can 
write such matter, since it must he written, on the in- 
sensible Earth, with his shoe-soles only ; and also sur- 
vive the writing thereof ! 
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CHAPTER vn. 



THX XVEKLASTIKO NO. 



Undsh the sftange nebulona envelopment, whemn our 
ProfesBOr bu now flhrouded himielf, no doubt but hie 
■piritual nature is nevertheless progressive, and growing : 
for bow can tbe * Son of Time,' in any case, stand still ? 
We behold him, through those dim years, in a state of 
crisis, of transition: his mad Pilgrimings, and general 
solution into aimless Discontinuity, what is all this but a 
mad Fermentation ; wherefrom, the fiercer it is, the 
clearer product will one day evolve itself? 

Such transitions are ever full of pain : thus the Eagle, 
when he moults, is sickly ; and, to attain his new beak, 
must harshly dash ofiF the old one upon rocks. What 
Stoicism soever out Wanderer, in his individual acta and 
motions, may affect, it is clear that there is a hot fever 
of anaicby and misery raging within ; coriiscations of 
which flash out : aa, indeed, how could there be other? 
Have we not seen him disappointed, bemocked of Des- 
tiny, through long years? All that the young heart 
might desire and pray for has been denied ; nay, as in 
the last worst instance, offered and then snatched away. 
Ever an * excellent Passivity / but of useftil, reasonable 
Activity, essential to the former aa Food to Hunger, 
nothing granted : till at length, in thia wild Pilgrimage, 
he must forcibly seize for himself an Activity, though 
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nselcH, unreasonable. Alaa! bia cup of bitterness, 
which bad Iteen filling drop by drop, ever since that first 

* ruddy morning' in the Hiaterscblag Gynmaaium, wai 
at the very lip ; and then with that poisoa-drop, of the 
Towgood-and-Blumine business, it runs orer, and even 
hisses over in a deluge of foam. 

He himself says once, with more juatness than ori- 
ginality : * Man is, properly speaking, based upon Hope, 
' he has no other posaesBioa but Hope ; this world of his 
' is emphatically the Place of Hope.' What then was 
our Professor's poeseseion ? We see him, for the present, 
quite shut out from Hope ; lookii^ not into the golden 
orient, but vaguely all round into a dim copper firma- 
ment, pregnant with earthquake and tornado. 

Alaa, abut out from Hope, in a deeper sense than we 
yet dream of ! For as he wanders wearisomely through 
this world, he hai now lost all tidings of another aud 
higher. Full of religion, or at least of religiosity, as our 
Friend has since exhibited himself, he hides not that, in 
those days, he was wholly irrcligiouB : ' Douht had dark- 
' ened into Unbelief,' aays he; ' shade after shade goes 
' grimly over your soul, tilt you have the fixed, starless, 
' Tartarean black.' To such readers as have reflected, 
what can be called reflecting, on man'a life, and happily 
diacovered, in contradictioa to much Profit-and-Lots 
Philosophy, apeculative and practical, that Soul is not 
synonymous with stomach : who understand, therefore, 
in our Friend's words, ' thai, for man'a well-being. Faith 
' is properly the one thing needful ; how, with it, Mar- 
' tyrs, otherwise weak, can cheerfully endure the shame 
' and the cross; and,withoutit,WotdlingB puke up their 

* sick existence, by suicide, in the midst of luxury:' to 
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anch it will be dear that, for a pure moral nature, tike lots 
of his religiaiu Belief was the laei of every thing. Ua- 
iuppy young man ! All wouuds, the crush of loug-con- 
tioued DeatitutioD, the stab of false Friendship, and of 
false Love, all wounds in thy so genial heart would have 
healed again, had not its life-warmth been withdrawn. 
Well might he exclaim, in his wild way : * Is there no 
God, then ; but at best an absentee Ood, sitting idle, 
ever since the first Sabbath, at the outside of his Uni- 
verse, and fedng it go F Has the word Duty no mean- 
ing: is what we call Duty no divine Messenger and 
Guide, but a false earthly Fantanu, made up of Desire 
and Fear, of emanations from the Gallows and from 
Doctor Graham's Celestial-Bed ? Happiness of an ap- 
proving Conscience 1 Did not Paul of Tarsua, whom ad- 
miringmenhave since named Saint,feel that Ae was "the 
chief of sinners ;" and Nero of Rome, jocund in spirit 
{tBohlgemtUh), spend much of his time in fiddling? 
Foolish Word-monger and Motive- grinder, that in thy 
Ix^c-mill hast an earthly mechanism for the Godlike 
itself, and wouldst fain grind me out Virtue from the 
husks of Pleasure, — I tell thee. Nay! To the unre- 
generate Prometheus Vinctus of a man, it is ever the 
bitterest aggravation of his wretchedness that he is con- 
scious of Virtue, that he feels himself the victim not of 
suffering only, but of injustice. What then ? Is the 
heroic inspiration we name Virtue but some Passion ; 
some bubble of the blood, bubbling In the direction 
others profit by ? I know not : only this I know, If 
what thou uameet Happiness be our true aim, then are 
we all astray. With Stupidity and sound Digestion 
man may front much. But what, in these dull unima- 
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' ^Dative dayi. arc the tarron (tf Gonicienoe to tlw dis- 

* esKfl of the Uver ! Not on Monlity, but on Cot^ery 

* let ui build our itronghold : there bnindiahing ow 
' fryingpBD, u censer, let us ofier sweet incense to the 
' Devil, and live at ease on the fat things which he bss 
' provided for his Elect !' 

Thus must the bewildered Wanderer stand, at so muiy 
have done, shouting question after question into the Sybil- 
cave of Destiny, and receive no Answer but an Echo. 
It is all a grim Desert, this once fair world of bis ; 
wherein is heard only the howling of wild beasta, or the 
shrieluof despairing, bate-filled men; and no Pillar of 
Cloud by day, and no Pillar of Fire by night, any longer 
guides the Pilgrim. To such length has the spirit of 
Inquiry carried biro. ' But what boots it (unw thuts) 7 ' 
cries he : 'it is but the common lot in this era. Mot 
having come to spiritual majority prior to the Side de 
Louis Quinze, and not being bom purely a Jjt^head 
(^Dummkopf), thou badst no other outlook. The whole 
world is, like thee, sold to Unbelief; their old Temples 
of the Godhead, which for long have not been rainproof, 
crumble down ; and men ask now : Where is the God- 
head ; OUT eyes never saw him ! ' 
Pitiful enough were it, for all these wild utterances, to 
call our Diogenes wicked. Unprofitable servaats as we 
all are, perhaps at no era of bis life was he more deci- 
sively the Servant of Goodness, the Servant of God, than 
even now when doubting God's existence. * One cir-' 
' cumstance I note,' says he ; ' after all the nameless 
' woe (hat Inquiry, which for me, what it is not always, 
' wsa genuine Love of Truth, had wrought me, I never- 
' theless still loved Truth, and would bate no jot of my 
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* aRegisnce to her. "Troth!" I cried, " though the 
*Heaveiu cniah me for following her: no Faleehood! 

* dwugh ft whole celotial Lubberland were the price of 
' ApoBtacy," In conduct it wm the nme. Had ■ 
'divine liCesflenger fram the clouds, or miraciilDus Hand- 
' writing on the wall, convincingly proclaimed to me 
' 7%tJ thall thou do, with what paesionate readineis, as 
' I often thought, would I have done it, bad it heen leap- 
' ing into the infernal Fire ! Thus, in spite of all 
' Motive- grinders, and Mechanical Profit-and-Loss Phi- 
' loROphiet, with the sick ophthabnia and hallucination 

* they had brou^t on, was the Infinite nature of Duty 
' Btill dimly present to me : Uving without Qod in the 
' worid, of God's light I was no* utterly bereft ; if m 

' as yet sealed eyes, with their unspeakable longing, 

* could nowhere see Him, nevertheless in my heart He 
' was present, and His heaven-written Law still stood 

* legible and sacred there.' 

Meanwhile, under all these tribulations, and temporal 
and spiritual destitutions, what must the Wanderer, in 
his ailent soul, have endured ! ' The painfullest feeling,' 
writes he, ' is that of your own Feebleness (Unkrafi) ; 
ever, as the English Milton says, to be weak is the true 
misery. And yet of your Strength there is and can be 
no cleat feeling, save by what you have prospered in, 
by what yon have done. Between vague wavering Ca- 
pability and fixed indubitable Performance, what a 
difiTerence ! A certain inarticulate Self-consciousness 
dwells dimly in us ; which only our Works can render 
articulate and decisively discernible. Our Works are 
the mirror wherein the spirit first sees its natural linea- 
ments. Hence, too, the folly of that impossible Precept, 



uGoog[c' 



170 iastob BKSASTas. 

' KtUno thyself ; till it be tranelated into this partially 
' poBsible one. Know what thmi canst vmrk at. 

' But for me, bo atrangely unpTOBpeTona had I been, 
' the net remit of my WorkingB amounted as yet simply 

* to — Nothing. How then could I believe in my Strength, 
' when there was as yet no mirror to see it in ? ETer 
' did this agitating, yet as I now perceive, quite MtoIoub 
' (Juestion, remain to me insoluble : Hast thou a certain 

* Faculty, a certain Worth, such even as the most have 
' not ; or art thou the completeat Dullard of these nio- 
' dem times ? Alas ! the fearful Unbelief is unbelief in 
' yourself J and how could I believe P Had not my first, 
' last Faith in myself, when even to me the Heavens 
' seemed laid open, and I dared to love, been all too- 
' cruelly belied ? The speculative Mystery of Life grew 
' ever more mysteriouB to me : neither in the practical 

* Mystery had I made the slightest pn^resB, but been 
' everywhere buffeted, foiled, and contemptuously cast 
' out. A feeble unit in the middle of a threatening In- 
' finitude, I seemed to have nothing given me but eyes, 
' whereby to discern my own wretchedness. Invieible 

* yet impenetrable walls, as of Eachantment, divided me 

* from all living : was there, in the wide world, any true 
' bosom I could press trustfiilly to mine ? Heaven, No, 
' there was none ! I kept a lock upon my lipB ; iriiy 
' should 1 speak much with that ahifting varie^ of 

* so-called Fiiends, in whose withered, vain, and too 
' hungry sonls, FriendBhip was but an incredible tradi- 

* don ? In such cases, your resource is to talk little, 
' and that little mostly from the Newspt^iers. Now when 

* I look back, it was a strange isolation I then lived in. 
' The men and women around me, evei) speaking with 
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' me, were but Figiirea ; I had, prActically, ft^pitten that 
' they were alive, that they were not merely automatic. 
' Id midat of their crowded streets, and asaemblagee, I 
' walked solitaiy ; and (except ai it waa m; own heart, 

* uot another's, that I kept deTouiing) aavage slao, as 
' the tiger in his jungle. Some comfort it would have 
' been, could l,like.aFa4iet,hBTefancied myself tempted 
' and tormented of the Devil ; for a Hell, as I imagine, 
' without Life, though only diabolic Life, were more 
' frightfiil : but in our i^e of DownpuUing and Disbelief, 
' the very Devil has been pulled down, you cannot so 
' much aa believe in a Devil. To me the Universe was 
' all void of Life, of Purpose, of Volition, even of Hoati- 
' lity : it was one hugei dead, immeasurable. Steam-engine, 
' rolling on, in its dead indi&rence, to grind me limb 
' from limb. the vast, gloomy, solitary Golgotha, and 
' Mill of Death! Why was the Living banished thither 

* companionlesB, conscious P Why if there is no Devil ; 
' nay, uotess the Devil is your God 7 ' 

A prey incessantly to such corrosione, m%ht pot, 

moieover, as the worst aggravation to them, the. iron con- 

ttitutioQ even of a Teufelsdrockh threaten to foil? We 

conjecture that he has known sickness ; and, in spite of 

his locomotiTe habits, perhaps sickness of the chronic 

sort. Hear this, for example : ' How beautiful to die of 

brolten-heart, on Paper! Quite another thing in Practice; 

every window of your Feeling, even of your Intellect, 

as it were, berimed and mud -bespattered, so that no 

pure ray can enter ; a whole Drugshop in your inwards; 

the foredone aoni drowning slowly in quagmires of 

Disgust ! ' 

Putting all whidi external and interonl miseries to- 
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gather, may we not find in Ute following lentenceB, quite 
in our Profeaaor'B still vein, s^nificance eoougli : ' From 
' Suicide a certain aAer-shine (Nachsehein) of Chriati- 
' anity withbeld me : perhaps alio a certain indolence 
' of character ; for, was not that a remedy I had at any 
' time within reach 7 Often, however, waa there a ques- 
■ tion present to me : Should some one now, at the tnming 
' of that comer, blow thee suddenly out of Space, into 
' the other World, or other No-world, by piatol-shot, — 
' how were it ? On which ground, too, I have often, in 

* sea-storma and aieged cities and other death-scenes, 
' exhibited an imperturbability, which passed, falsely 
' enough, for courage.' 

' So had it laated,' concludes the Wanderer, ' so had 
' it lasted, as in bitter protracted Death-agony, -through 
' long years. The heart within me, unvieited by any 

* heavenly dewdrop, waa smouldering in sulphurous, 
' slow-consuming fire. Almost since earliest memory I 
'liadshed no tear; or once only when I, murmuring 

* half-audibly, redted Faust's Deathsong. that wild Selig 
' iter den «■ im Siegesglanze findet (H^)py whom he 
' finds in Battle's splendour), and thought that of this 
' last Friend even I waa not fbraalcen, that Destiny itself 
' could not doom me not to die. Having no hope, neither 

* had I any de6nite fear, were it of Man or of Devil : 
' nay, I often- felt aa if it might be solacing, could the 
' Arch-Devil himself, though in Tartarean terrors, but 

* rise to me, that I might tell him a little of my mind. 
' And yet, strangely enough, I lived in a continual, ind& 
' finite, pining fear ; tremulous, pusillanimous, appre- 
' henaive of 1 knew not what : it aeemed as if all things 

* in the HeaTena above and the Earth beneath would 
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hurt me ; aa if the Heavens and the Earth vere but 
boundless Jaws of a deTOuring Monster, vherdn I, 
pajpitating. woited to be devoured. 

' Full of such humour, and perhaps the miKTablost 
man in the whole French Capital or Suburbs, was I, 
one sultry Dogday, after much perambulation, toiling 
along the dirty httle Rue Saint Thomas de I'Eufer, 
among civic rubbish enough, in a close atmo^bere, and 
over pavements hot as Nebuchadnezzar's Furnace; 
whereby daubtleaa my Hpirits were little cheered ; when, 
all at once, there rose a Thought in me, and 1 asked 
myself: " What art thou afraid of? Wherefore, ike 
a coward, dost thou for ever pip and whimper, and 
go cowering and tr^nhlii^? Despicable biped 1 
wbat is the sum-total of the worst that lies before 
theeP Death? Well, Death; and say the pangs of 
Tophet too, and all that the Devil and Man may, 
will, or can do against thee! Hast thou not a heart ; 
canst thou not sofier whatso it be ; and, as a Child 
of Freedom, though outcast, trample Tophet itself 
under thy feet, while it consumes thee ? Let it come, 
then; I will meet it and defy it!" And as I so 
thought, there rushed like a stream of fire over my 
whole soul ; and I shook base Fear away from me for 
ever. I was strong, of unknown strength ; a spirit, 
almost a god. Ever from that time, the temper of my 
misery was changed: not Fear or whining Sorrow was 
it, but Indignation and grim fire-eyed Defiance.' 

' Thus had the Evrblastins No (_das Emge Neiti) 
pealed authoritatively through all the recesses of my 
Being, of my Mb ; and then was it that my whole Mk 
stood up, in native God-created majesty, and with 
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* emphaBB recorded its Protest. Such a Prottst, the most 

* importBnt tTBniaction io Life, may thM eame ludignn- 
' tion and Defiance, in a psychological point of view, be 

* fitly called, llie Eferlaating No had laid ; " Behold, 
' thou art IstherleM, outcast, and the UniTcrse ii mine 

* Cthe Deril't) ;" to which my vhole Me now made 
' aniwor : " / am not thine, but Free, and for ever hate 
' thee!" 

' It ie from thii hour that I incline to date my Spi- 
' ritual New-birth, or Baphometic Fire-baptism ; perhapa 
' 1 directly thereupon began to be a Man.' 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

CBMTRE or INDIPrSBBNCB. 



Thohqb, after this 'Baphometic Fire-beptimi' of hia, 
our Wanderer aigniSefl that hia Unreal was but in- 
creased ; as, indeed, ' Indignation and Defiance,' espe- 
cially against things in gennal, are not the most peace- 
able inmatea ; yet can the Paychologiat auimiae that it 
waa^no longer a quite hopelen Unrest; that bencefortli 
it had at leaat affixed centre to revdve round. For the 
fin-baptiMd aou), long ao acathed and thunder-riven, 
• here feela ita own Freedom, which feelii^ is its Bapho- 
metic Baptiam : the citadel of its whole kingdom it has 
thus gained by assault, and will keep inexpupiable; 
outwarda irom which the remaining dominiona, not in- 
deed without hard battling, will doubtless by decreet be 
conquered and pacificated. Under another figure, we 
might aay, if in that great moment, in the Rue Stmtt 
Thomas de VEnfer, the old inward Satanic School was 
not yet thrown out of doora, it received peremptory 
judiraal notice to quit; — ^whereby, for the rest, its howl- 
chantings, EmnlphuaHnirait^a, and lebellioue gnaabinga 
of teeth, m^ht, in the mean while, become only the more 
tumultuoua, and difficult to keep secret. 

Accordingly, if we scrutinize these Pilgriminga well, 
there is perhapa discernible henceforth a certain incipient 
method in theii madness. Not wholly aa a Spectre does 
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Teutdtdrdclik now rtorm through the worid ; at wont aa 
4 spectre- fighting Meui, nay that will one day be a 
Spectre-quelln. If pilgriming rntlecily to bo many 
' Saints' Wells,' and erei irfthout quenching of his thirst, 
he nerertfaelets finds little secular wells, whereby from 
time to time some alleviation b ministered. In a word, 
he is now, if not ceasing, yet intermittuig to 'eat his 
own heart ;' and dutdiea roand him outwardly, on the 
NoT<HB for ffholesomer food. Do^ not the following 
glimpae eihibit bim in a much maze natural state ? 

* Towns also and Cities, especially ibe andent, I 
' &iled not to look upon with interest. How beautiiiil 

* to see thereby, as tlvough a long vista, into the remote 
' l^me ; to have, as it were, an actual MCtiou of almost 

* the earliest Fast brought safe into the Present, and set 

* before your eyes ! There, in that old City, was a live 

* einber of Culinary Fire put down, say only two • 

* thousand years ago ; and tbeie, burning more or leas 

* triumphantly, with such fuel as the r^on yielded, it 

* has burnt, and still bums, and tbou thyself seest the 

* very smoke thereof. Ah ! and the fax more mysierioua 
' live ember of Vital Fire was then also put down thete ; 

* and still miraculously bums and spreads ; and the 
' smdce and ashes thereof- (in these Judgment-Halla 

* and Cburchyarda), and its bdlows-engines (in these 

* Churches), tfaou still seest; and its flame, looking out 

* from every kind countenance, and every hate&il one, 
' still warms thee or scorches thee. 

' Of Man's Activity and Attainment. the chief resuks 
' are aeriform, mystic, and preserved in Tradition only : 
' such are his Forms of Government, with the Authority 

* they rest on ; his CuttomB, or Fsshions both of Cloth- 
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* babita and of Smil-habitB ; mnch more hu cuQeetive 

* stock of HandicrafU, the whole Faculty he haa required 

* of manipiilatiiig Natim : all \heat thing*, aa india- 

* penaable and pricdnB aa they are, CBnnot is any way 

* be Axed under lock and key, but must flit, apirit-hke, 

* on impolptble v ehiclea, irom Father to Son ; if you de> 

* mand eight of them, they are nowhere to be met with. 
' ViMble Ploughmen and Hammermen there have been, 

* ever from Cain and Tubalcain downwards : but where 

* doea your accumulated Agricultural, Metallnrgic, and 
'other Manu&ctuiing Skill lie warehouaed? Jt 
' transmits itself on the atmoBpheric air, on the aun's 

* rays (by Hearing and by Vision) ; it is a thing 

* aetiform, impalpable, of quite ipiritual sort. In blK 
' manner, ask me not, Whete are the Laws ; where is the 
' GovbenmentF In rain wflt thou go to ScbGnbrnnn, 

* to Downing Street, to the Palais Bourbon : thou findest 
' nothing there, but brick or stone houses, and some 
' bundles of Papers tied with tape. Where then is that 

* same cunningly-devised almighty Oovbrnmkkt of 
' theirs to be laid hands on ? Everywhere, yet nowhere : 

* seen only in its works, this too is a thing aeriftinn, in- 
' visible ; or if you will, mystic and miraculous. So spi- 

* ritual igeistig'} is our whole daily Life : all that we do 
' springs out of Mystery, Spirit, invisible Force; only 

* like a little Cloud-image, or Armida's Palace, air-built, 
' does the Actual body itself forth from the great mystic 
' Deep. 

- ' Visible and tangible products of the Past, agun, I 
' reckon up to the extent of three : Cities, with their 

* Cabiuets and Arsenals ; then tilled Fields, to dther or 
' to both of which divisions Koads with their Bridges 
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may belong ; and thirdly — — Books. In whicfa Ihirf 
' truly, the laBt-mrented, li« a worth far BurpttMing 
' that of th« two others. Woodrons indeed is the virtue 
' of a true Book. Not like a dead City of stoses, yearly 
' crumbling, yeariy needing repair ; more like a tilled 
' Field, but then a spiritual Field : like a spiritual Tree, 
' let me rather tay, it stands irom year to year, and from 
' age to tigt (we have Booka that already number some 
' hundred-and-Gfty human ages) ; and yearly comes its 
' new produce of Leaves (Commentaries, Deductions, 
' PhiloBopfaical, Political Systems ; or were it only Ser- 
* mons. Pamphlets, Journalistic Essays), every one of 
' which is tolismnmic and thaumaturgic, for it can per- 
' Buada men. O thou who art able to write a Book, 
' which once in the two centuries or ofteuer there is a 
' man gifted to do, envy not him whom they name City- 
' builder, and inexpressibly pity him whom they name 
' Conqueror or City-burner ! Thou too arfa Compieror 
' and Victor ; but of the true sort, namely over the Devil : 
' thou too haat built what will outlast all marble and 
' metal, and be a wonder-brio ging City of the Mind, a 
' Temple and Seminary and Prophetic Mount, whertio 
' all kindreds of the Eatfli will pilgrim. — Fool ! why 
' joumeyest thou wearisomely, in thy antiquarian fervour, 
' to. gaze on the stone Pyramids of Qeeza. or the clay 
' ones of Sacchara? These stand there, as I can tell 
' thee, idle and inert, looking over the Desert, foolishly 
' enough, for the last three thousand years : but canst 
' thou not open thy Hebrew Bible, then, or even 
' Luther's Version thereof?' 

No leas satisfactory is his sudden appearance not in 
Battle, yet on some Battle-field^ which, we soon gather. 
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nnut be that of Wagram ; bo that heie, for once, ia a 
certain approximation to diatinctneaa of date. Omitting 
much, let ub impart what foUowa : 

* Horrible enough ! A whole Maichfetd atiewed with 
' abell-epliDlerB, cannon-Bhot, luined tumbrils, aod dead 
' men and horeea ; straggleiB Btitl remaining not bo much 

* M buried. And those led mould heaps : aye, there lie 
' the Shellaof Men, out of which all the Life and Virtue 
' has been blown ; aud now are they swept together, and 
' crammed down out of eight, like blown E^-thella ! — 
' Did Nature, when she bade the Donau bring down hie 

* mould-cai^^oes from the Carinthian and Carpathian 
' Heights, and spread them out here into the aofteet, 
' richest level, — intend thee, O Marchfeld, for a com- 
' bearing Nursery, hereon her children might be 
' nursed ; or fto' a Cockint, wherein they mij^t the more 
' commodiously be throttled and tattered? Were thy 
' three broad Highways, meeting here from the ends of 

* Europe, made for Ammunition-wagons, then? Were 
' thy W^rams and Stitliiiede but so many ready-built 

* Caaemates, wherein the bouse of Hapsburg might 
' batter with artillery, and with artillery .be battered? 
' K&nig Ottokar, amid yonder hillocks, dies under Ro- 
' d(dP8 truncheon ; here Kaiser Franz falls a-swoon 

* under Napoleon'a : widiin which five centuiiea, to omit 
' the others, how has thy breaet, fur Plain, been defaced 
' and defiled ! The ^^ensward ia torn up and trampled 
' down ; man'a fond care of it, his fruit-trees, hedge- 
' rows, and pleaaant-dwellings, blown away with gun- 
' powder; and the Idnd seedGeld lies a desolate, hideous 

* Place of Sculls. — Neverthelesa, Nature ia at work ; 
' neither shall these Fowder-DevilkiiiB with their utmost 
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' devilry guony her : but all thkt gore and cnu^ wilt 
' be ihrouded in, absorb^ into manure ; and next ytta 
' the Marchfeld will be green, nay greener. Thrifty un- 
' wearied Nature, ever out of our great waste educiAg 
' lome little profit of thy own, — bow doat thou, from the 
' »cry . carcuB of the Killer, bring life for the living ! 
' What, speaking in quite unofficial Uoguftge, is the 

* net purport and upshot of war? To my own know- 
' ledge, for example, there dwell and toil, in the British 
' village of Duiudrudge, usually some five hundred souls. 
' From these, by certain " Natural Euemits " of the 

■ French, there are successively selected, during the 
' French war, say fliirty able-bodied men : Dumdradge, at 
' ber own expense, has suckled and nursed them ; she 
' has, not without difficulty and sorrow, fed them up to 

■ manhood, and even trained them to crafts, so that one 
' can weave, another build, another hammer, and the 
' weakest can atand under thirty stone avoirdupois. Ne- 
' verthelesB, amid much weeping and swearing, they are' 
' selected ; all dressed in red ; and shipped away, at the 

* public charges, some two thousand nules, or say only 
' to the south of Spain ; and fed there till wanted. And 
' now to that same spot in the south of Spain, are thirty 
' similar French artisans, from a French Dumdrudge, 
' in. like manner wending : till at length, after infinite 
' effort, the two parties come into actual justa-position ; 
' and Thirty stands fronting Thirty, each with a gun in 
'his hand. Straightway the word "Fire!" is given; 
' and they blow the souls out of one another ; and in 

* place of sixty brisk useful craftsmen, the world has- 
' sixty dead caiCBBsee, which it must bury, and anew 
' shed tears for. Had these men any quarrel ? Busy aa 
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' the- Devil ia, not the nnalleet ! They lived far enongh 
' apart ; were the entireat atnagen ; nay, in lo wide a 
' Univeree, there waa erea.uiiconacioualy.by Commerce, 

* «ome mutual helpfuloeia between tham. How then f 
' Simpleton ! their Governora had fallen out ; and, inatead 
' of ahooting one another, had the cunning to make 
' thciC poor blockbeade ahoot. — Alas, ao is it in Dentech- 
' land, and hitherto in all othei landa ; gtill aa of old. 

* " what devilry soever Kings do, the Greeks must pay the 
' piper !" — Id that fiction of the Eugliab Smollett, it ia 
' true, the final Ceasation of War is perhaps prophetically 

* shadowed forth ; whera the two Natural Enemies, in 
' persoa, take each a Tobacco-pipe, filled with Brim- 
' Btuoe ; light the same, and smolce in one anotber'a 
' faces, till the weaker gives in : but from such predicted 
' Peace-Era, what blood-filled treDchea. and conteotioQa 
' centuries, may still divide ua !' 

ThuB can the Profeasor, at least in lucid intervab, 
look away from his own Borrows, over the many-coloured 
world, and pertinently enough note what is passing 
there. We may remark, indeed, that for the matter of 
spiritual culture, if for nothing else, perfaapi few periods 
of his life were richer than thia. Internally, there ia 
the moat momentous instructive Course of Practical 
Philosophy, with Experiments, going on ; towards the 
t^ht comprehension of which his Peripatetic habita, 
favourable to Meditation, might help him rather than 
hindo'. Ezteroally, again, as he wanders to and Dm, 
there are, if for the longing heart little substance, yet 
for the seeing eye s^hts enough; in these ao boundless 
Travele of his, granting that the Satanic School was even 
partially kept down, what an incredible Knowlec^ of 
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our Planet, mA its Inhabitants and tbeir Worlo, that ie 
to say, of all knowaUe things, might not TeufelsdrOckh 
acquire! 

' I hare read ur most Public Libraries,' says he, ' in- 
' eluding those of ConstantiB<^le and Sannocand : in 
< most Colleges, except the Chinese Mandann once, I have ' 

* studied, or seen that there was no studyii^. Unknown 
' Languages have I oftenest gathered from tbeir natuial 
' repertory, the Air, by my organ of Hearing ; Statistics, 
' Geographies, Top<^p«phics came, through the Eye, 
' almost of thdi own accord. The ways of Man, how 
' be seeta food, and wannth, and protection for faimsdf, 
' in most regioDs, are ocularly known to me. Like the 
'■ great Hadrian, I meted out much of the terraqueous 
' Globe with a pair of Compasses that belonged to 
' myself only. 

' Of great Scenes, why speak? Three summer days, 

* I lingered reflecting, end even composing (dielUete), 
' by the Pine-chasms of- Vauclusc ; and in that clear 
' Lakelet moistened my bread. 1 have sat under the 
' palm-trees of Tadmor; smoked a pipe among the ruins 
' of Babylon. The great Wall of China I have seen ; 
' and can testify that it is of grey brick, coped and 

* covered with granite, and shows only second-rate 
' masonry. — Great Erents, also, have I not witnessed 1 
'■ Kings sweated down (mugemergelf) into Betiin-an^ 
' Milan Cnstomhouse-officers ; the World well won, and 

* the Woild well lost ; oftenet than once a hundred 
' thousand individoals shot (by each other) in one day. 

* All kindreds and peoples and nations dashed blether, 

* and shifted and shovelled into heaps, that they might 
' ferment there, and in time unite. The birth-pangs of 
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< Democfacj, wherewidi coDTulscd Knrope wu groaliiBg 

* in criei Uuit reached HeaTcn, conld not escape me. 

* For great Men I have ever had the warmeK pre- 
' dilectioa ; and can perhapa boast that few ludi in this 
' era have wholly escaped me. Great Men are the 
' impired (epeakdi^ and acting) Terta of that divine 
' ' Book op Rivslations, whereof a Chapter is com- 
' pletad &om epoch to epoch, and by ume named His- 
' TORT ; to which inspired Texts your ntuneroua talented 
' men, and yonr innumerable untalented men, are the 
' better m wotiwi ezegetic Commentaries, and wa^on- 
' load of too-stupid, heretical or orthodox, weekly Ser- 

* mona. For my study, the inspired Texts themselves ! 
^ Thus did I not, in very early days, having disguisied 
' me as tavern- waiter, stand behind the field-chairs, 
' under that shady Tree at Treisnitz by the Jena High- 
'way; waiting upon the great Schiller and greater 
'Goethe; and hearing what I have not forgotten. 

— >— But at this point the Editor recalls his principle 
of caution, some time ago laid down, and must suppress 
much, liet not the sacredness of Lauielled, still more, 
of Crowned Heads, be tampered with. Should we, at a 
future day, find circumstances altered, and the time 
come for Publication, then may these glimpses into the 
privacy oi the Illuatrioue be conceded ; which for the 
present wen little better than treacherous, perhaps 
traitorous EavesdropjHngs. Of Lord Byron, therefore, 
of Pope Pins, Emperor Tarakwang, and the ' While 
Water-roaea * (Chinese Garbonari) with their mysteries, 
no notice here ! Of Napoleon himself we shall only, 
glaacing from afar, remark that TeufelsdiCckh'a rela- 
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tian to him leenu to have been of verjr vaiisd obanwter. 
At fint we find our poor Profenor on the point of being 
■hot as & Hpj ; then taken into privUe convenatioa, even 
pinched on the ear, yet presented with no money j >t 
hut indignKQtty dismlsBed, almost thrown ont of dowii 
■• an ' Ideologist.' ' He himself,' says the Pra&saof, 

* waa among the completest Ideologistt, aX least. Ideo* 
'praxists: in the Idea (m i^ /(!««) he lived, moTed, 
' and fought. The man was a Divine MiMlonaiy, 
' though unconacioua of it ; and preached, through the 

* cannon's throat, that great doctrine, La carriere ounetie 
' aux taieju (The Tools to hitn that can handle them), 
' which is our ultimate Political Evangel, wt)prein mlone 

* can Liberty lie. Madly enough he preached, it ia 
' true, as EnthuBiaata and first Missionaries are vront, 
' with imperfect utterance, amid much frothy rant; yet 
' aa articulately perhaps as the case admitted. Or odl 
' him, if you will, an American Baclcwood«-roan, who 
' had to fell unpenetrated forests, and battle with imui' 
' merable wolves, and did not entirely forbear atroi^ 

* liquor, rioting, and even theft ; whom, notwithstanding, 
' the peaceful Sower will follow, and, as he cuts the 
■ boundless hatveet, bless.' 

More legitimate and decisively authentic .ia Teufels- 
drOckh's appearance and emergence (we know not well 
whence) in the solitude of the North Cape, on that June 
Midnight. He has a ' light-blue Spanish doak ' hang- 
ii^ round him, aa his ' most commodious, principal, 
indeed sole upper-garment ;' and stands there, on the 
World-piomontory, looking over the infinite Brine, like 
a little blue Beltry (as we figure), now motionleM 
indeed, ytt readyt if stirred, to ring quaintest changes. 
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' Sftenoe as of Death,' writes he; 'for Midnight, even 

* in the Arctic latitudes, has ita chancter : nothing but 
' the granite cliffs ruddy-tinged, the peaceable gurgle c^ 

* that ' slow-heaving Polar Ocean, orer which in the 
' utmost North the great Sun hangs low and lazy, as if 

* he too were slumbering. Yet is his cloud-couch 

* wrought of crimson and clotii of gold ; yet does his light 
' stream over the mirror of waters, like a tremulous fire* 
' pillar, shooting downwards lo the abyss, and hide itself 
' under my feet. In such moments. Solitude also is in- 

* valuable ; for who would apeak, or be looked on, when 
' behind him lies all Europe and Africa, fast asleep, 
' except the watchmen ; and before him tbe silent Im- 
' meoaity, and Palace of the Eternal, whereof our Sun 
' i> but a porch- lamp. 

* Nevertheless, in this aolemn moment, comes a man, 
' or monster, scrambling from among the rock-hollows; 

* and, shaggy, huge aa the Hyperborean Bear, hails me , 
' in Russian speech : most probably, therefore, a Russian 

' Smu^ler. With courteous Brevity, I signify my 
' indifference to contraband trade, my humane intentions, 
' yet strong wish to be private. In vain : the monster, 
' counting doubtless on his superior stature, and minded 
' to make sport for himself, or perhaps proGt, were it 

* with murder, continues to advance ; ever assailing me 

* with his importunate train-<Hl breath ; and now has 

* advanced, till we stand both on the verge of the rock, 
' the deep Sea rippling greedily dovm below. What 
'argoment will avail? , On the thick Hyperborean, 

* cherubic reasoning, seraphic doquence were lost Pre- 

* pared for such e^rcratty, I, defrly enough, whisk aside 

* one step ; draw out, from my interior reservoirs, a suffi- 
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' cient BiTminghBin Hone-piatol, and s&y " Be ao 
' oUiging u retire. Friend (£r aehe sick xurdck, 
' Freunt), and with ^iromptitude!" This logic even 
' tbe Hyperborean imderatanda : fast enough, with apo- 
' logetic, petitionary growl, he sidles off; and, except for 
' euiddal as well u homicidBl purposes, need not 
■ return. 

' Such I hold to be the genuine use of Gunpowder: 

* that it makes all men alilce taU. Nay, if thou be 
' cooler, clereier than I, if thou have more Jtfind, though 
' all but no Body whatever, then canst thou kill me fint, 
' and art the uUer. Hereby, at last, is tiie Oolitth 
' powerleas, and the Davhl resistless ; savage Animeliant 
' is nothing, inveative Spiritualism is aU. 

' With respect to Duels, indeed, I have my own ideas. 

' Few things, in this so surpriBing world, strike me with 

. ' more surprise. Two little visual Spectra of men, 

* hovering with insecure enough cohesion in the midst of 
' the UNPATnoiuBi.B, and to dissolve therein, at any 

* rate, very soon, — moke pause at the distance of twelve 
' paces asunder ; whirl round ; and, simultaneously by 
' the cunningeat mechanism, explode one another into 

* Dissolution J and off-hand become Air, audNon-extantI 

* Deuce on it (^aerdanwU), the little spitfires ! — Nay, 
' I think with old Hugo von Trimberg : " God must 
' needs laugh outright, could such a thing be, to see his 
' wondrous Manoildns here below." ' 

But unid these specialities, Jet us not forget the great 
geaeratity, which is our chief quest here : How prospered 
the inner man of Teufelsdiuckh under so much outward 
shiftily 7 Does Legion still lurk in him, though re- 
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preased ; or has he exoiched Aftl Devil's Brood ? We 
ean siiBwei that the symptoms oontinue prominng. 
Experience it the grand spiritual Doctor ; and with him 
TenfelsdrCclch has now been long a patieat, swallowing 
many a bitter bolus. Unless our poor Friend beloi^ to 
the numerous class of Incurables, which seems not likely, 
some cure ^11 doubtless be efiected. We should rather 
say that Legion, or the Satanic School, was now pretty 
well extirpated and cast out, bat next to nothing intro- 
duced in its room ; whereby the heart remains, for the 
while, in a quiet bnt no comfortable state. 

' At length, after so much roasting,* thus writes our 
Autobiographer, < I was what you might name calcined. 
Pray only that it be not rather, as is the more frequent 
issue, reduced to a caput-mortuum ! But in any case, 
by mere dint of practice, I had grown familiar with many 
things. Wretchedness was still wretched ; but I could 
now partly see through it, and despise it. Which 
highest mortal, in this inane Existence, had I not Ibnnd 
a Shadow-hunter, or Shadow-hunted ; and, when I 
looked through his brave garnitures, miserable enough ? 
Thy wishea have all been sniffed aside, thought I : but 
what, had they even been all granted 1 Did not the 
Boy Alexander weep because he had not two Planets 
to conquer ; or a whole Solar System ; or after that, a 
whole Universe ? Ath Qotl, when I gazed into these 
Stars, have they not looked down on me as if with pity 
from their serene spaces ; hke Eyes glistening with 
heavenly teais over the little lot of man ! Thousands 
of human generatians, all as noisy as our own, have 
been swallowed iq> of Time, and there remains no wreck 
of them any more ; and Arcturus and Orion and Siriua 
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' and the Reiadea are Mill shining in th»r courau, clear 
' and young, aa when the Shepherd fint sotcd them in 
' the plain of Shinar. Pshaw ! what is this paltry little 
' Dog-c^c of an Earth ; what art thou that aittest whining 
' there ? Thou art atili Nothing, Nobody : true ; but 
' who then is Something, Somebody ? For thee the 
' Family of Man haa no use ; it rgects thee ; thou ait 
' wholly aa a diaeerered limb : ao be it ; perhaps it ia 
* better m> !' 

Too heftvy-laden Tenfeladr&ckh ! Yet surely his bands 
are looaening ; one day be will hurl the burden far irom 
him, and bound forth free, and with a aecond youth. 

' This,' says our Profesior, ' was the Centre of Ih- 
' DiFFKRRNCB I had now reached ; through which whoso 
' travels from the Negative Pole to the Positive muat 
' neceaearUy pass.' 
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CHAPTER IX. 



THK EVERLASTING TEA. 



' Tkmptatiohb in the Wilderness !' eiclaims Teufele- 
dTOckh: 'Have we not all to be tried with such ? Not 
' so easily can the old Adam, lodged in us by birth, be 
' dispOBsessed. Our Life is compassed round with Ne- 
' ccBsity ; yet ia the meaning bf life itself no other than 

* Freedom, than Voluntary Force .- thus have we a war- 

* fare ; in the beginning, especially, a bard-fought battle. 
' For the God-given mandate, Work thou in Welldoing, 

* lies myateriousty written, in Promethean, Prophetic 
' Characters, in our hearts ; and leaves us no rest, night 
' or day, till it be deciphered and obeyed ; till it bum 
' forth, in our conduct, a visible, acted Gospel of Freedom. 
' And aa the clay-given mandate, Eat thov. and be filled, 
' at the same time, persuasively proclaims itself through 

* every nerve, — must there not be a confusion, a contest, 
' before the better Influence can become the upper? 

' To me nothing seems more natural than that th 

* Son of Man, when such God-given mandate first 

* prophetically stirs within him, and the Clay must now 
' be vanquished or vanquish, — should be carried of the 
' spirit into grim Solitudes, and there fronting the 
■ Tempter do grimmest battle with him ; defiantly setting 
' him at nought, till he yield and fly. Name it as we 
' choose ; with or without visible Devil, whether in the 
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' DBtuTBl Desert of rocks sod sands, or in the populous 
' moral Desert of BelfiahneBS aod bsseoess, — to such 
' Temptation sre we all called. XJohapp; if we are not ! 

* Unhappy if ne are but Half-men, in whom that divine 
' hand-writing has never blazed forth, aUrSubduing, in 

* true sun-spkndour ; but quivers dubiously amid meaner 
' l^hts : or smoulder^ in dull pain, in darkness, under 

* eaithly vapours ! — Our WtldemesB is the wide World 
' in an Atheistic Century ; our Forty Days are long yean 
' of sufTeiing and fasting : nevertheless, to these alto 
' comes an end. Yes, to me also was given, if not Vic- 

* tory, yet the consdousness of Battle, and the resolvf 
' to persevere therein while life or Acuity is left. To 

* me also, entangled in the enchanted forests, demon- 
' peopled, doleful of sight and of sound, it was g^ven, 
' after weariest wanderings, to work out my way into 
' the higher sunlit slopes — of that Mountain which has 
' no summit, or whose summit is in Heaven only !' 

He says elsewhere, under a less ambitious figure ; as 
figures are, once for all, natural to him; 'Has not thy 
Life been that of most sufficient men (iuchiigen Man- 
ner) tbou bast known in this generation P An outflush 
of foolish young Enthusiasm, like the first fallow-crop, 
wherein are as many weeds as valuable herbs : this all 
parched away, under the Droi^hts of practical and 
spiritual Unbelief; as Disappointment, in thought and 
act, often-repeated gave rise to Doubt, aod Doubt gra- 
dually settled into Denial ! If I have had a second- 
crop, and now see the perennial greensward, and sit 
under umbrageous cedars, which defy all Drought (and 
Doubt) ; herein too, be the Heavens praised, I am not 
without examples, and even esemplare.' 
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So that for Teufelwlrflckh aim there has been a 
' gloriouB revolution :' these mad shadow-hiiDting and 
BhadoW'bunted PitgrimingH of hia, were bat some purify- 
ing * Temptation in the WildemesB,' before his apostolic 
work (sticb as it was) could beg;in ; which Temptation is 
mow happily over, and the Devil once more worated! 
Was * that high momeat in the Rue de PEnfer,' llien, 
properly the turning point of the battle ; when the Fiend 
said. Worship me or be lorn in shreds, and was answered 
vabantly with an Apage Satanas f — Singular Teufele- 
drOcbh, would thou hadst told thy singular story in plain 
words ! But it is fruitless to look there, in those Paper- 
b^, for such. Nothing but inueudoei, figuiative 
'crotchets: a typical Shadow, fitfully vraferingiprophetico' 
satiric ; no clear logical Picture. ' How paint to the 
' sensoal eye,' aska he once, ' what pasaeB in the Holy- 
' of-Holiea of Man's Soul; iniwhat words, known to 
' these profane times, gpeak even afar off of the unapeak- 
' able ?' We ask in torn : Why perplex these times, 
profane as they are, withneedleBS obscurity, by omission 
and by commiaslon ? Not mystical only is our Professor, 
but wbimsical ; and involves himself, now more than 
ever, in eye-bewildering cAi'aroicvro. Successive glimpses, 
here faithfully Imparted, our more ^ed readers rouat 
endeavour to combine for their own behoof. 

He aays ; ' The hot Hannattan-wind had raged itself 
oat ; its howl went silent within me ; and the long-deaf- 
ened soul could now hear. 1 paused in my wild wan- 
deringa ; and sat me down to wait, and consider ; for it 
was as if the hour of change drew nigh. I seemed to 
surrender, to renounce utterly, and say : Fly, then, Iftlse 
shadows of Hope ; I will chase yon no more, I will 
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' believe you no more. And ye too, luggard ipeeuta 
' of Fear, I care not for jou ; ye too arc all ihadaws 
' and a lie. Let me rest here : for I am way-wwry 

* and life-weary ; I will reit here, were it bid to itie : 
' to die or to live is alike to me ; alike iniignificaBL' 
— And again : ' Here, then, u I lay in that CvnMX 
' OP iNDiFrKRENCE ; cast, doubtless, by beaigiiant upper 
' Influence, into a healing sleep, the heavy dieams rolled 

* gtadually away, and I awoke to a new Heaven and a new 
' Earth. The first preliminary moral Act, Annihilation 

* of Self iSebsl-todtung), had been happily accomplished ; 
' and my mind's eyes were now unsealed, and its hands 
' ungyved.* 

Might we not also conjecture that the following pas- 
sage refers to his Locality, during this same ' healing 
sleep;' that his Pilgrim-staff lies cast aside here, on 
'the high table-landj' and indeed that the iquse is 
already taking wholesome effect on him? If it were 
not that the tone, in some parts, has more of riancy, 
even of levity, thon we could have expected ! However, 
in Teufelsdr5ckh, there is always the strangest Dualism : 
light dancing with guitai-music, will be going on in the 
fore-court, while by fits from vrithin comes the feint 
whimpering of woe and wail. We transcribe the piece 
entire: 

' Beautiful it was to ut there, as in my skyey Tent, 
musing and meditatingj on the high table-land, in front 
of the Mountains ; over me, as roof, the azure Dome, 
and around me, for walls, four azure flowing curtains, 
— namely, of the Four azure Winds, on whose bottom- 
fringes also I have seen gilding. And then to fancy 
the fair Castles that stood ahelteied in these Mountain 
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* IWlloWa ; frith their green flower lawne, and vhite damea 

* and damtwelfl, lorely enough : or better itill, the atraw 

* roofed Cottages, wherein stood man; a Mother baking 
' Incad, with het children round her : — all hidden and 
' |irotectingly folded up in the valley-foldB ; yet there and 
' alive, as aure as if I beheld them. Or to see, aa well as 

* fancy, the nine Towns and Villages, that lay round my 
' mountain-seat, which, in still weather, were wont to 

* speak to me (by their steeple-bells) with metal toi^e ; 

* and, in almost all weather, proclaimed their vitality by 

* repeated Smoke-clouds ; whereon, as on a culinary 

* horolt^, T might xead the hour of the day. For it was 

* the smoke of cookery, as kind housewives, at morning, 
' midday, eventide, were boiling their husbands' kettles ; 

* and ever a blue pillar rose up into the air, successively . 

* or simultaneously, from each of the nine, saying, as 

* plainly as smoke could say : Such and such a meal ia 
' getting ready here. Not uninteresting ! For you have 
' the whole Borough, with all its love-makings and 

* scandal-mongeries, contentions and contentments, as in 

* miniature, and could cover it all with your hat. — If, in 
' my wide Wayfarings, I had learned to look into the 
' business of the World in its details, here perhaps was 

* the place for combining it into general propositions, 

* and deducing inferences therefrom. 

'Often also could I see the black Tempest marching 

* in anger through the Distance ; round some Schreck- 

* horn, as yet grim-blue, would the eddying vapour 
' gather, and there tumultuously eddy, and flow down 
' like a mad witch's hair ; till, after a space, it vanished, 
' and, in the clear aunbeam, your Schreckhom stood 
' smiling grim-white, for the vapour had held snow. 
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' How thou &nu«Dteat tad daboratest, is thy gr<ftt 
' ienneoting-vat utd kl^rUorf of an ^touwpliere, of a 

* Woild, O Nature I — Or what it Nstuce ? Ha ! why. d« 

* I n9t name thee Gos? Art thou not the " Ikying Gai^ 
' ment of God ?" O H«&veiiB, is it, in rery deed, Hb thpi 
' ihat ever ppeaks through thea ; that Uvea and lovea in 

* thee, that lives and loves in me 7 

' ForeshadowB, call them ratfaei forp-B{dendaun, of 
' that Truth, Bn4 B^nnuig of Truths, fell mysteiiously 

* over my soul. Sweetei than Dayspring to the Ship- 
' wrecked in Nova Zambia; ah! like the moth^'s voice 
' to her little child that strays bewildered, weeping, in 
' unknown tumults ; like soft streamings of celestial 
' music to my too exasperated heart, came that Evangel. 
' The Universe is not dead and demoniacal, a cha^itl- 
' hou«e with spectres ; but godlike, and my Father's ! 

' With other eyes too could I now look upon my 
'fellow man; with an infinite Love, an in&ute Pity. 
' Foot, wandering, wayward man ! Art thou not tried, 
' and beaten with stripes, even as I am ? Ever, whether 
' thou bear the Royal mantle or the Beggar's gabardine, 
' art thou not so weary, so heavy-laden ; and thy Bed 
' of Rest is but a Grave. my Brother, my Brother ! 
' why cannot I shelter tbee in my bosom, and wipe 
' away all tears from thy eyes. — Thily, the din pf many- 
* * voiced Life, which, in this solitude, with the mind's 
' <agau, I could hear, was no longer a maddenii^ di»- 

* cord, but a melting «me : like inarticulate cries, and 
' sobbings of a dumb creature, which in the ear of 

'* Heaven are prayers. The poor Earth, with her poor 
' joys, was now my needy Mother, not my cruel Step- 
' dame ; Man, with his so mad Wants and so mean 
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' Eodmvoan, had beeome the de«rer to me ; and even 
' for his Buffuiaga and his sins, 1 now first named him 

* Brother. Thm was I rtandicg in the porch of thtd 
' "Sanctuary cf Sorrow;" by atrange, steep ways, had 
'' I too been guided thiAer ; and ere long its sacred 
' gates wonld open, and the " Divine Depth of Sorrow" 
' lie discloaed to me.' 

The Profeaaor aays, he here fint got eye on the Knot 
that had be^i strangling him, and straightway could 
unfasten it, and was free. ' A vain interminable con- 

* tTOTeray,' writes he, * touching what is at present called 

* Origin of Evil, or some such thing, arises itt every 
' soul, dnce the be^ning of the world ; end in every 

* seul, that would pass from idle Suffering into actual 

* Endeavouring, must first be put an end to. The most, 
' in our time, have to go content with a simple, incom- 
\ plete enough SuppresBion of this controversy ; to a few 

* Bvme Solution of it is indispensable. In every new era, 
' too, such Solution comes out in different terms ; and 

* ever the Solution of the last era has become obsolete, 
' and is found unserviceable. For it is man's nature to 

* change his Dialect from century to century ; he cannot 
' help it Aongh he would. The authentic Ckurck-Cate- 
' ehitm of out present century haa not yet fallen into 
' my hands ; meanwhile, for my own private behoof, I 
' attempt to elucidate the matter so. Man's Unhappi- 

* nesa^ as I construe, comes of his Greatness ; it is be- 
' oftuae there is an Infinite in him, which with all hia 

* cunning he cannot quite bury under the Finite. Will 

* the ithole Finance Ministers and Upholsterers and 
.* CoBfectioners of modem Europe undertake, in joint* 
' stock company, to ma^e one Shoeblack hafpt ? Tbey 

e2 
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' cannot ac«(Hnpliah it, above an hour or two ; Sot die 
' ShoeLl^k ateo hu a Sod qiute otber than his Sbunach ; 
' and would require, if you coouder it, &>r hia peraMnsnt 

* iBtisfaction and laturation, simply thb allotment, no 

* more, and no leu : God's infinite Univerfe dUogether 
' to himself, therein to enjoy infinitely, and fill every 
' wish as &st as it nte. Oceans of Hochheimer, K 

Throat like that of Ophiuchua : apeak not of them ; to 
' the infinite Shoeblack they are as nothing. No sooner 
' is your ocean filled, than he giumblee that it might 
' have been of better vintage. Try him with half of a 
' Universe, of an Omnipotence, he aeta to quarrelling 
' with the proprietor of the other half, and declares him- 
< aelf the most maltreated of men. — Always there ia a 

* Mack Bpot in our sunshine : it in even, as I aaid, the 
' Shadow of Ourselves. 

' But the whim we have nf Happiness i> aomewhat 
' thus. By certain valuationa, and averages, of our own 
^ atiiking, we come upon some sort of average teneatdd 
' lot ; this we fancy belongs to ua by nature, and of inde- 
' feaaible right. It ia aimple payment of our wages, 
' of onr deserts ; lequirea neither thanks nor complaint : 
' only Kuch overplus as there may he do we scc<Hint 
' Happtnen; any deficit again is Miaery. Now ccmaider 

* that we have the valuation of our own deserta ouTaelres, 
' and what a fund of Self-couceit there is in each of us, 

* — do you wonder that the balance ahould ao often dip 

* the wrong way, and many a Blockhead cry : See there, 
' what a payment ; waa ever worthy gentleman bo used ! 

* ~I tell thee, Blockhead, it ail comes of thy Vanity j 

* of what thou fondest those same deserts of thine to be. 
' Fancy that thou deservest to be hanged (aa ia moat 
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'' likely), thoti vLlt feel it bappinets to be only tihst : 
' fancy tliat thou d Merveat to be hanged in a haii^balter, 

* it inlt be a luxury to die in hemp. 

' * So true IB it, what I then.iaid, that the Fradion of 
' life can be increased in value tiot so muck by m- 

* creasing your Numerator as by lestemng your De- 
' nominaior. Nay, unless my Algebra deceive me, 

* Unitr/ itself divided by Zero will give Infit^y. Make 
' thy clajm of wages a zero, then ; thon hast the world 
' under thy feet. Well did the Wisest of our time write : 
' " It is only with Renunciation {Entsageii) that life, 

* properly apeaking, can be said to begin." 

' I asked myself: What is this that, ever since earliert 

* yean, thon hast been fretting and fnming, and lament- 

* ing and self- tormenting, on account of? Say it in a 
' word : is it not because thou art not happt P Because 

* the Tboo (sweet gentleman) is not sufficiently ho- 

* nonred, nourished, soft -bedded, and lovingly cared (ot ? 

* Foolish soul ! What Act of Legislature was there that 
' thou shouldst be Happy ? A tittle while ago thon 
' hftdst no right to be at all. What if thou wert bean 
' and predestined not to be Happy, but to be Unhaj^y ! 

* Art thou nothing other than a Vulture, then, that flieat 

* through the Univeree seeking after somewhat to eat'; 
' and ahrieking dolefully because carrion enough is not 
' given thee? Close thy Byron; open thy Goethe.' 

' Es levchlet mir ein, I see a glimpse of it !' cries he 
elsewhere : * there is in man a HiGHsa than Love of 
' Happiness : he can do wi^ut Happiness, and instead 
' thereof find Blessedness ! Was it not to preach forth 

* this same Higbxh that sages and martyrs, the Poet 

* and the Priest, in all times, have spoken and suffered ; 
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' benrin^ teBttmony, dirougli life and througb death, of 
' the Godlike that ia in Man, and how in the GodMke 
' only hae he Strengdi uid Freedom ? Whioh God-* 

* inspired Doctrine art tlxm too honoured to be taui;ht ; 

* Heavens ! and broken with manifold merbifsl Afffic- 

* dona, even till thou become contrite, hnd learn it ! O- 

* thank thy Destiny for these ; thankfully bear what yet 
' remain : thou hadat need of theih ; the Self in ihit? 

* needed to he annihilated. By ben^ant (tvepft.- 
' roxyemfi ia Life rooting out the deep-seated dtfonic 
' Disease, and tmimphs wrer Death. On the roaring 
' billows of Time, thou ait not engulp'hed, bnt b<»ne' 
' aloft into the azure of Eternity. Love not Fteaittre ; 
' iove God. This is the Evbrlabting Yka, wherun 
' all contradiction is solved ; vrfaerein vrhoso walks uid' 
' works, it is well with him,' ' 

And again : ' Small ia it that thou canst trample the 
' Earth with its injuries under thy feet, as old Cke^' 

* Zeno trained thee : thou canst love the Earth while it 
' injures thee, and even because it injures thee ; for this 
' a Greater than Zeno was needed, and be too vnu tent. 

* Rnovest thou that " Worship of borrow ?" The 
' Temple thereof, opened some eighteen centuries agfl, 

' now lies in ruins, overgrown with jungle, the habitation ' 
' of doleful creatures : nerertheless, venture forward ; 
' in a low crypt, arched out df Alhng fragments, thou' 
' findest the Altar still there, and its sacred Lamp pwen- 
' nially burning.' 

Without pretending to comment on which strai^e 
utterances, the Editor will only remark that there lies 
beside them, much of a still more questionable character ; 
wtsuited to the general apprehension ; nay wherein he' 
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Religion, yet not without bunts of •plendour ; en the 

* perennial Continuance of Inspiration ;* on Prophecy ; 
that there are ' true PrieatH, as well as B&al-Priests, in 
OUT own day :' with more of the like sort. We select 
flome fractions, by way of finish to this farrago. 

' Cease, my mu^-mpected Herr von Voltaire,' thas 
^nstrD}du«es the Pfofessoi : ' shut Uiy sweet voice ; for 
' the task appointed thee seems finished. Sufficiently 

* hut thou dettonstmted this proposition, considerable 
' or otherwise : That the Mythus of the Cbristian Keli- 
' gion looks not in the eighteenth century as it did in 

* the eighth, Alas, were thy ux-and-thirty quartos, and 

* the six-and-thirty thousand odieT quartos and folios, 
' and flying. sheets or reams, printed before and since on 
' the same subject, all needed to convince ns of so little 1 
' But wha^ next ? Wilt thou help us to embody the 

* divine Spirit of that Rdigion in a new Mythus, in a 
' new vebicte and vestoie, that our Souls, otherwise too 
' like perishing, may live? What! thou hast no faculty- 
' in that kind ? Only a torch for bomii^, no hammer 
'. for buildii^? Take our thanks, then, and^— thyself 
' away. 

' Meanwhile what are antiqnated Mythuses to me P 
' Or is the Ood present, felt in my own Heart a thin^ 
' which Herr von Voltaire will dispute out of me ; or 
' dispute into me ? To the " Warikip of Sorrow'* 

* Mcribe what origin and genesis Ihon pleasest, has not 
' that Worship originated, and been generated ; is it not 
' hare 1 Feel it in thy heart, and then say whether it 
' is of God ! This is Belief; all else is OpinioBj, — for 
' which latter whoso will let him wwry and be worried.' 
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* Nether,' cbterves lit sUewiiBni, < sliall ye teu Mit 
' OQC uiolher'a eyesi etniggliDS otct " Fkuuy Inquni- 
' tion," and such like : try rather to get m little ena 
'Partial Inipiratioii, cooh of you for himielf. One 
' BiELB I know, of whoK Pkuiry iDipiratioa daubt u 
' not «> much as posaible ; n^y with my ovn eyes I saw 
' the God'B-Hiutd writing it : thereof all other Bibles are 
'but Leaves, — tay, ia Ptcture-Wtiting to asBist the 
' weaker faculty.* 

Or to give the wearied reader relief, and bring it to 
an end, let him take the following peihapt more intel- 
ligible passage : 

' To me, in this onr Life,' saya the Professor, • whidi 
' is an internecine warfare with the Time-spirU, other 
' warfare seems qnestionable. Hast thou in any way a 
' Contention with thy brother, I advise thee, think well 
' what the meaning thereof is. If thou gauge it to the 
' bottom, it is simply this : " Fellowi see ! thou art taldng 
' more than thy share of Happiness in the world, some- ' 
'thing from jity share: which, by the Heavens, thou 
' shalt not ; nay I will fight thee rather." — Alas ! and 
' the whole lot to be divided is such a beggarly matter, ' 
' truly a " feast of shells," for the substance has been 

* spilled out : not enough to quench one Appetite ; and 
' the collective human species clutching at them ! — Can 
' we not, in all such cases, rather say : '• Take it, thou 
' too-ravenoua individual ; take that pitifiil additional 
' Araction of a share, which I reckoned mine, but which 
' thou BO wanlest ; take it with a blessing : would to 
' Heaven I had enough for thee !" — If Fichte's Wissen- 
' lehaftslehre be " to a certain extent. Applied Chris- 

* tianity," sorely to a ttill greater extent, so is this. 
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* We bays lure not s Whole Duty- of Man, yet b Half 
' Duty, namely the PeNire half: could we 'but do it. sb 
'. m can demomtrate it ! 

* But indeed CouvictioD, were it never so excellent, ie 
*: vmtiilesB till it convert itsdf into Conduct. Nay pro- 
'.perly Conviction ie not poHible till then; inaHnuchu 
' all Speculation is by nature endtesi, fbnntsaa, a vortex 

* amidvffftices : only, by s felt indul»table certAinty of 
' Experience, does it 6nd any centre to revolve round, 
' and BO faflhioir itself into a,systein. Mo«t ttae is it, as 
' a wiBe man teachea us, that " Doubt of any sort cannot 
' be removed except by Action." On which ground too 
' let him who gropes painfully in darkness or nncertRin 
' light, and prays vehemently that the dawn may ripen 
' into day, lay this other precept well to heart, which to 
' me was of invaluable service : " Do the Duty which 
' Hes nearest thee," which thou knowe^t to be a Duty ! 
' Thy second Duty will already have become clearer. 

' May we nol say, however, that the hour of Spiritual 
' Knfranchieement is even this : When your Ideal World, 
' wherein the whole man has been dimly struggling aAd 
'inexpressibly lai^ishing to work, becomes revealed, 
' and thrown open ; and you discover, with amazement 

* enough, like the Lothario in Wilhelm Meister, that 
' your " America is here or nowhere ?" The Situation 
< that has not its Duty, its Ideal, was never yet occupied 

* by man. Yes here, in this poor, miserable, hampered, 
' despicable Actual, wherein thou evm now standeal, 
' here or nowhere is thy Ideal : work it out therefrom j 
' and workii^, believe, live, be free. Fool '. the Ideal 
' is in thyself, the Impediment too is in thyself: thy 
' Condition is but the atuff thou art to shape that same 
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' Ideal out of: what matten whether such stuff be of 
' this sort or of that, to the Fotm thou give it be heroic, 
' be poetic? thou that pinest in the impTisonmeitt of 
' the Actual, and ciiest bitterly to the gods for k king- 

* dom wherein to role iai Ovaia, know this of a truth : 
' the thing thou seekeat is already with thee, " here or 
' nowhere," couldst thou only see '. 

' But it it with roan's Soul as it was with Nature : the 
' beginning of Creation i^— Light. Till the eye hare 
' vision, the whole members are in bonds. Divine mo- 
' ment, when over die tempest-toit Soul, as once over 

* the wild' weltering Chaos, it a spoken : Let tfaoe he 
' Light ! Ever to the greatest that has felt auch mo- 

* ment, is it not miraculous and God-uinouDcing ; even 
' at, under flnnpler fignres, to the simplest and least? 
' The mad primeyal Discoid is hushed ; the niddj- 

* jumbled confiicting elements Und themselves into 
' separate Firmaments : deep silent rock-fbundationB are 
' built beneath ; and the skyey vault with its evetlaatiag 

* Luminaries above : instead of a dark wasteful Chaos, 
' we have a blooming, fertile. Heaven-encompassed 
' World. 

' I too could now say to myself: Be no longer a 
< Chaos, hut a World, or even Wortdkin. Prodnce ! 
' Produce \ Were Ht but the pitifullest infinitesimal 

* fraction of a Product, produce it in Grod's name ! "Tih 
' the utmost thou hast in thee ; out with it then. Up, 

* np ! Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with 
' thy whole might. Work while it is called To-day, for 
' the Night Cometh wherein no mui can work.' 
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Thus have we, u doeely and pethapa aatiafactorily m, 
in'BUch circnniatancea, might be, followed TeufekdrOckh 
thnn^h the 'rartous iuccesBive nslea and atages of 
Growth, Entanglcmeut, Unbelief, and almiMt Repro- 
' bation, into a certain clearer state of 'what he himaelf 
teems to connder as GonveT&ion. ' Blame not the word,' 
aaya he ; ' rejoice rather that such a word, signifying 

* tuch a thing, has come to light in our Modem Era, 

* lliough hidden from the wisest Ancients. The Old 
' Wo^ld knew nothing of Conversion ; iiutead of an 
' Ecxe Home, they had only some Choice of Herculet. 
' It was a new-attained progreas in the -Moral Develop- 
'mentof man: hereby has the Highest come home to 
''the boeoms of the most Limited ; what to Plato was 
' bat a hallucination, and to Socrates a chimera, ia now 
' clear and certun to your Zinzendorfe, your Wealeye, 
' and the poorest of their Pietists and Methodists.' 

It is here then that the spiritual majority of Teuf- 
eladn'ickh commences : we are henceforth to see him 
' Work in Welldoing,' with the spirit and clesi aims of 
a Man. He has discovered that the Ideal Workshop be 
ao panted tos, is evoi this same Actual ill-tumiahed 
Worksbup he has so long been stumbling in. He can 
say to himself : ' Tools ? Thou hast no Tools ? Why, 
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' there n not a Man, or a Thing, now ahve but has tools. 
' The baseit of created animalmlei, the Spider itself, 
' hat a spinning-jeimy, and wuping-mill, and powe^ 
' looiD, within ia head ; the stupidest of Oyvters has a 
' Papin'e-Di getter, with Bttme-and-lime house to hold it 
' in ; every being that can li?e can do something ; this 
Met him do. —Tools 7 Hast thou not a Braio, fiir- 
' nished, fiimishable with some glimmerings (^ Light; 
' and three fingers to bpld a Fen withal ? Never since 
' Aaron's Rod went out of practice, or even before it, 
' was there such a wonder-working Tool : greater than 
' all Recorded miracles have been performed by Pens. 

* Far BtraDgely in this so solid-seeming World, which 

* nevertheless is in contiimal restless flux, it is appointed 
' that Sound, to appearance the most fleeting, should bft 
' the most continuing of all things. The Word is well' 
■ said to be omnipotent in this world ; man, therel^- 
' divine, can create as by a i^tol. Awake, arise! Speak 
' forth what is in thee ; whsit Ood has given thee, what- 
' the Devil shalV not take away. Higher task than that' 
' of Priesthood was allotted to no man : wert thou but 

' the meanest in that sacred Hierarchy, is it not honour 
' enough therein to spend and be spent ? 

' By this Art, which whoso will may aacnUgioudy 
' degrade into a handicraft,' adds TeufelsdrOckh, ' have 
< I thenceforth abidden. Writii^ of mine, not indeed 

* known as mine (for what am If), have fallen , per- 
' haps not altogether void, into the mighty seedfield of 
' 0|»nion ; fruits of my nnseen sowing gratiiyingly meet 
' me here and there. I thank the Heavens that I have 
' now found my Calling ; wherein, with orwithout per- 

* eeptiUe result, I am minded diligently to persevere. 
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' Nay how knowwt thou,' crin he, * but tint tail the 
' olho- pregnsnt Device, nov gtotm to he a ToHd- 
* reoowued far-working laetitotion ; like a graiit %it 
' ri^t muKaid-Bced tmce cut into the right soil, and 
' now atretohJHg out atro&g boughs to the four ifindi, foi* 
' the birds of the air to lodge iili — m&y have bees 
' prqterly mjr doing? Some one's .doing it <withont 
' doubt wu ; from some Idea, in lome single Head, it did 
' fint of all take bc^uning : why not from Bome Idea in 
' mine f ' Doea Teufelsdf Ockh here glance at that " So* 

CIBTT POR THE COWMRVATION OF PrOPBRTT (JEk/Wt- 

tlmmt'ConseTvirendt Gesetlschafi')," of which so many 
ambiguous notices glide spectre-like through these inez- 
preasible Paperbags F * An Institution,' bints he, * not 
uDBOitable to the wants of the time ;' aa indeed such 
sudden estension proves : for already can the Society 
number, among its office-bearers or conespondin^ 
members, the highest Names, if not the highest Per- 
sons, in Germany, England, Fiance j and contributions, 
both of money and of meditation, pour in from all 
quarters ; to, if poesible, enlist the remaining Integrity 
of the world, and, defensively and with fot^bought, 
marshal it round this Palladium.' Does Teufelsdrodih 
mean, then, to give himself out as the originator of that 
so notable Eigentkums-cortserviTende (' Owndom-con- 
serving) GeselUehafi ; and, if so, what, in the Devil's 
name, is it? He again hints: 'At a time when the 
' divine Commandment, Thou thalt not steal, wherein 
'truly, if well understood, is comprised the whole He)«ew 
' Decalogue, with Solon's and Lycurgus's Constittttimi^ 
' Justinian's Pandects, the Code Ni^leon, and all 
' Codes, Catechisms, DivinitieB, Moralities whMsoeverr 



i,Goog[c- 



ItliiS SAKTOK'mXMRTCB. 

* diM mua bu faidieTto deviaad (and enforced -with 
' Altar-fire and OftUotre-ropes) for his BDcial guidance : 
' at a thne, I mj, wbeo this divine Crannandment hu 
' all bat &ded uwaj from the general remembraBeej 
' and, with little diBgniae; a new of^ioaite Commandment, 

* Tlou shall tteai, w ereiywherc promulgated, — it per- 
' hapa behoved, iu this univeraHl dotage and deliratioiit 

* the Bound pordon of mankind to bestir themselves and 

* rally. Wben the widest and witdeat violations of that 

* divine right oi Property, the otily divine right novi ex- 
' tant or cmGdvable, are Mnctioned and recommended 

* by a vicious PreBS, and the wOrld has lived to hear it 

* aaaerted that we have no Property tn our very BotUet, 
' Iml only on accidental Ponetsion, and Uferent, what 

* is Hie isaue to be looked {or ? Hangmen and Catch- 
' poles may, 1^ their nooae-gins and baited fall-traps, 
' keep down die smallei sort of vermin : but what, ex* 
' cept perhaps some such Universal Aaaociatian, can 
"• protect us againat whole meat-devouring and man- 

* deTOuring hosts of Boa Constricton? If, therefore, the 
' more sequestered Thinker have wond^ed, in his pri- 
' vflcy, from what hand that perhaps not ill-written 

* i¥o^am in the Publie Journals, with its high Prise- 
' Quettiont and so liberal Prizes, could have proceeded, 
' — let him now cease snch wonder; and, with undivided 
■ faculty, betake himeelf to the Concurrem (Compe- 
' tition).* 

We ask : Haa this same * perhaps not ill-written 
Program,' or any other autheotic Transaction trf that 
Property-conserving Society, Men under the eye of the 
Brttiafa Reader, in any Journal, foreign or domestic? If 
so, what are thoae PritS' Questions ; what are the tcmn 
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of 'Competitioii, and vben and where P Vo piinled 
N«wrp&per leaf, n* farther %ht of any aoit, to be met 
iTitb in theM Paperbaga I Or ia the whole busmega one 
other of those whimsicalitiea, and perverae iaexplioa- 
InlitieB, whereby Herr TntfUadtOckh, meaning much or 
nothing, ia pksaed «o often Co play fast and loose 
iridmaP 

Here, indeed, at length, must the Editor give utterance 
te a painital sutpician which, through kte Chapters, haa 
begun to haunt him ; paralysiDg any little enthiuiaain, 
that might stiU have rendered hie thorny Biographical 
task a labour of lore. It ia a enapicion grounded perhapa 
on trifles, yet conftrmed almoet into certainty by the 
more and more discernible humouristico-satincal ten- 
dency of TeufeltdrOckfa, in whom underground humours, 
and intricate sardonic rogueries, wheel within wheel, 
defy all reckoning : a suspicion, in one word, that these 
Auto-biographical Documents ve partly a Mystification! 
What if many a so-called Fact were little better than a 
Fiction; if here we bad no direct Camera^bacura Picture 
of the Professor's History ; but only some more or less 
fantastic Adumbration, symbolically, perhaps significantly 
oiongh, shadowing forth the skme I Our theory begins 
to be that, in receiving as Uter^y authentic irtiat was 
but hien^yphically ao, Hofrath Heuachiedce, whom in 
that case we scruple not to name Ho&a^ Nose-of-Wax, 
was made a fool of, and set sdrift to make fools of others. 
Gould it be expected, indeed, that a man so known tar 
impenetrable reticence as TeufetadtOckh, would all at 
(mce frankly unlock his private citadel to an English 
Editor and a German Hofratb ; and not rather de- 
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ceftadj uilock both Editor nnd Hofruh, in the H- 
byrinthic tortuosidw and covn«d w«jb of uid citadel 
(h4?iiig[ enticed than thither), to lee, in iiii half-devilUb 
way, hov the foola would look ? 

Of one fool, howerer, the Herr Professor will perh^M 
find himaelf short. On a small slip, formerl; thrown 
aside as blank, the ink being all but invisible, we 
lately notice, and with efiort decipher, the following : 

* What are youx historical Facta ; still more your bio- 
' graphical ? Wilt thou know a Uan, above all, a Man- 

* kind, by stringing together beadrolls of what thou 

* namest Facts ? The man is the spirit he worked in ; 
' not what he did, but what he became. Facts are en- 

* graved Hierc^iams, for which the fewest have the key. 
' And then how your Blockhead (Dvmmkopf) studies 
' not their Meaning ; but simply whether they are well 
' or ill cut, what he calls Moral or Immoral ! Still worse 
' ia it with your Bungler (Pfuscher") : such I have seen 
' leading some Rousseau, with pretences of interpreta- 
' tion ; end mistaking the ill-cut SeTpent-of-Etemity for 
' a common poiaonous Reptile.' Was the Professor ap- 
prehensive lest an Editor, selected as the present boasts 
himself, might mistake the Teufeladruckh Serpent-of-. 
Eternity in like manner ? For which reason it was to 
be altered, not without underhand satire, into a plainer 
Symbol? Or is this merely one of his half'^eophisms, 
half-truisms, which if he can but set on the back of a 
Figure, he carca not whither it gallop? We say not 
with certain^ ; and indeed, bo strange is the Professor, 
can never say. If our Suspicion be wholly unfounded, 
let bis own questionable ways, not our necessaiy circum- 
spe<taee>, bear the blame. 
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But be this u it will, (he mimewhat exupented and 
inde^ cxhattBCed Tldltor detennineB here to thnt thefc 
Paper hagi, for the present. Let it suffice that we know 
of TeufelsdrSckh, so far, if ' not what he did. yet what 
he hecarae :' the rather, M his character has now taken 
its ultimate bent, and no new rerolution, of importance, 
is to be looked for. The imprisoned ChrjaaliB is now a 
winged Psyche ; and such, wheresoever be its flight, it 
will continue. To trace by what complex gyrations 
(flights or involuntary waftings) through the mere ex-' 
temal Life-element, Teufelsdrfickh reaches his UniTcrntjr 
ProfessoTBhip, and the Psyche clothes herself in civic 
Titles, without altering her now fixed nature, — would be 
comparatively an unproductive task ; were we even un- 
suspicious of its being, for ua at least, a false and impo»- 
■ible one. His outward Bii^raphy, therefore, which, at 
the Bhimine Lovet's-Leap, we saw churned utterly into 
spray-vapour, may hover in that condition, for av^ht 
that concerns us here. Enough Utat by survey of cntain 
' poob and plashes,' we have ascertained its ' general 
direction : do we not already know that, by one way and 
other, it hat long since runed down again into a stream; 
and even now, at WcisBnichtwo, flows deep and still, 
fraught with the Philosophy of Clothes, and visible to 
whoso will cast eye thereon ? Over much invaluable 
matter that lies scattered, Uke jewels among quarry- 
rubbish, in those Paper^catacombs,we may have occasion 
to glance back, and somewhat will demand insertion at 
the right place : meanwhile be our toilsome di^nge 
therein suspended. 

If now, before reopening dte great Clothes-Volume^ 
we ask what our degree of progress, during these Ten. 
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Cbaptera, has been, towards right underBtending of the . 
Clothes-miosofhg, let not our diiconrBgement become 
total. To apoijc in that old figure of tbe Helt^te 
Bridge over Chaoe, a few flying pontOttna have perhap* 
been added, though M yet the; drift atr^^ing ob the 
Flood ; how Hx ^ey wUl reach, when once the chains 
are atraightened and Atttened, can, at jncBeBt, only be 
matter of conjectm*. ■ 

So much we dready calculate. Through many a litde 
loophole, we hare had glimpses into the iatemal world 
of Teufelsdr&ckh : hi> atnnge myatdc, ahnosi magje 
Diagram of ^ Universe, and how it waa gndn^ 
drawn, ia not henceforth altogether dark to m. "DiDie 
myateriotiB ideas on Time, which merit OKuddenitifln,' 
and are not wholly unintdligible with such, may by and 
by prove significant. Stitl more may has adUiewblit 
peculiar view of Nature ; the deeiatve Oneness he Ibi- 
cribea to Nature. How all Nature and life are but one 
GorBwn*, a 'Living Garment,' woven and ever a-weavii:^ 
in the ' Loom of Time :* ia not here, indeed, the outtine 
of a whole Clalhei-PhHosopky ; at least the arena it ia 
to work 4n ? Remark too that the Character of tbe maS, 
nowise without meaning in such a matter, becomes len 
enigmatic : amid so much tumultuous obscnrity, almost 
like diluted madness, do not a certain indomitable De6ance 
and yet a boundless Reverence seem to loom finth as the 
two mountain Bomhiits, on whose rock-strata all the rest 
were based and built? 

Nay, further, may we not say that TeufelsdrOckh's 
Biography, allowing it even, as suspected, only a hieii}- 
glyphical truth, exhibits a man, as it were preappointed 
for Clothes-PhiloBophy ? To kiok through the Shows 
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of things inUi Il)iii([B th«iDflelT«B he Ib led aod compelled. 
The * Pasuvity' given lum by birth is Ibstered by all 
tijrns of his fortime. Everywhere cast out, like oil out 
of voter, from roiugUng in any Employment, in any 
pul^ Commumon, he hu no portion but Solitude, and 
a lifie of Heditatioo. Ute whole energy of Ms existence 
is directed, thiongh long yean, on one taaic ; that of en- 
during pain, if he cannot cure it. Thoa everywhere dv 
the Shows of thii^ oppteu him, withstand him, threaten 
him with fearfiillest destruction: only hy victoriously 
poutrating into Things themselves can he find peace 
and a stronghold. But is not thU same looking through 
the Shows or Vestures into the Things even the first 
[tTeUminary to a Pkilotopky of Clothes ? Do we not, in 
^1 this, discern some beckonii^(s towards the true higher 
purport of such a Philosophy ', and what shape it must 
assome witli such a man, in such an era ? 

Perhaps in entering on Book Third, the courteous 
Reader is not utterly without guesa whither he is bound : 
nor, let us hope, for all the fimtastic Dream-Grottoes 
through which, as is our lot with TeuftlidrOckh, he 
must wander, wiU there be wanting between whiles some 
twinkling of a steady Polar Star, 
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CHAPTER I. 

INCIDENT IN MODERN HiaTORT. 

As K vonder^loring and wonder-Beeking men, Teufeb- 
drDckb, from au early part of this Clothes- Volume, has 
more and more exhibited himself. Striking it was, amid 
b11 his perverse cloudiness, with what force of vision and 
of heart he pierced into the mystery of the World ; re- 
cognising in the highest sensible phenomena, so far as 
Sense went, only fresh or faded Raiment ; yet ever, 
under tbis, a celestial Essence thereby rendered visible : 
«nd while, on the one hand, he trod the old rags (J 
Matter, with their tinsels, into the mire, he on the' other 
everywhere exalted Spirit above all earthly prindpalities 
and powers, and worshipped it, though under the meanest 
shapes, with a true Platonic Mysticism. What the man 
ultimately purposed by thus casting his Oreek-hre int6 
the general Wardrobe of the Universe ; what such, more 
or less complete, rending and burning of Gtorments 
^throughout the whole compass of Civilised Life and 
Speculation, should lead to; the rather as he was no 
.Adamite, in any sense, and could not, like Rousseau, r^ 
commend either bodily or intellectual Nudity, and a 
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teUun ta Ae aav^ aUte : all this our mtet an wn^ 
bent to diKOTer; this is, in &ct, properly the gist uid 
purport of ProieMOT TeafeUdrudth'a PhUoaophy of 

ClolllM. 

Be it remembned, hoTcrer, that rach purpoit ia hoM 
not so much evolved as detected to lie read j for evolviag; 
We are to guide oui British Friends' into the new Oold- 
Gonntry, and shew them the mines ; nowise ts "dig Mt 
and cxbaiurt ita wealth, which indeed remains for all 
lime inezhauBtible. Once there, let exdi dig for hia 
own behoofi and enrich himself. 

Neither, in so capricious inexpressible, a Work as this 
of the Professor's, ess onr course now more than fer- 
joeAy be straightforward, step by stq», but at best itmp 
by leap. Significant Indications stand out here and 
there ; which far the critical eye, that looks both widely 
Mid narrowly, shape themselves into some gnMind-scheme 
ot a Whole : to select these with judgment, so that a 
Iwf from one to the other be possible, and (in our old 
figure) by chaining them together, a passable Bridge be 
effected : this as heretofore continaes our only method. 
Among such light-spots, the following, floating in much 
wild mattor about PerfectibUily, has seoned worth clutch- 
ing at: 

' Perhaps the most remarkable incident in Modem 

* History,' says Teofelsdrdckh, ' is not the Diet of 
' Worms, still less the Battle of Austerlitz, 'Waterloo, 

* Feterloo, or any other Battle ; but an incident passed 
' narekssly over by most Historiand, and treated with 
' some degree of ridicule by odiers : namely, George 

* Fox's malang to himself a Suit of Leather. Thia man, 
' tibe fiiat of the QnakeiB, and by trade a ShoemakM-, 
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* mtkSimt of Amc, to iHwm, imder mder or purer fbnu, 

* tlie Divine IdM <rf tlte UaiTeree in pleased to manifeit 

* itMtf ; Bod, acroM all the hulb of Ignonnce and earthly 
' Degradation, shine through, in unspeakable Awfulness, 

* nnspeaktUe Beau^, on their soids ; who therefore are 
'-rightly accounted Prophets, Qod- possessed ; or erea 
' £>«ds,- a* in some periods it hat chanced. Sitting in his 
'stall; working on tanned hides, amid pincera, patte- 
' horns, ronn, swine-bristles, and a nameless flood itt 
' lubbisb, this youth had uerertheless a Living Spirit 

* belonging to him ; also an antique Inspired Volume, 

* through which, as tlmnigh a window, it could look 
' iqiwardB, and discern its celestial Home. The task of a 
' daily pair of shoes, coupled even with some protpect 
'of victuals, and an honourable Mastership in Cord- . 
' waineiy, and perhaps the post of Thirdborough- in his 

' Hundred, as the crown of long &ithful sewing, — was 
' nowise salia&ction enough to such a mind : but ever 

* amid the boring and hammering came tones from that 
' fyr country, came Spleadoors and Terrors ; for this 
' poor Cordwajner, as we said, was a Man ; and die 
' Temple of Immensity, wherein as Man he had been 

* sent to minister, was tiill of holy mystery to him. 

* The Clei^y of the neighbourhood, the ordained 
' Watchers and Interpreters of that same holy mystery, 
' listened with unaffected tedium to his consultations, 
' and advised him, as the solution of such doubt*, to 
' " drink httx, and dance with the girls." Blind leaden 
' of Uie blind! For what end were their tithes levied 
' and eaten ; for what were their shovel-hats ecodped aaS, 
' and their surpHcea and caosock-aproni girt on ; mtA 
' NKh a chuTch-tepairhig, and cjtaffeiiog, and organing, 



uGoog[c 



.218 MS.: 

*And other lackettiog, h^ ovei thkt ^ut of Ood's 
'JSartlt, — if Man were but a Patent Digetter, and tfie 
' Belly with its adjiuicts the grand Beal^ f Fox tarn^ 
' from tdwin, with lean and a eacred bootb, book to his 
' Leathei-paringi and hie Bible. Mountaing of oicum- 
' biBnce, hi^er than ^tna, had been heaped over that 
' Spirit : but it waa a Spirit, and would not lie hnrl^ 

* there. Thiough long dftya and nighte of tilent ageny, 
' it atni^ed and wreatled, with a man's fbree, to be 

* firee : how its jviion-inoun tains heaved and awayed 

* tumultuonsly, as the giant spiiit shook them to this 

* band and Hiat, and emerged into the light of Heavoi ! 
, ' That Leicester shoe-^op, had men known it. wu ^ 

' holier place than any Vatioan or Loretto-ehrine. — " So 
' bandied, and hampered, and hemmed in," gioaitea 
' he, " with thoaaand requiBitions, obligationB, atraps, 
' tatters, and tagraga, I can neither see nor move] nOt 
' my own am 1, but the World's; and Time fliea fort, 

* and Heaven is high, and Hell is deep : Man ! bethink 
' thee, if thou haat power of Thought I Why not; 
•what binds me here? Want I Want !— Ha, of what? 
^ Will all tlw shoe-wages under the Moon ferry me 

* serosa intothat far Land of Li^t? Only Meditation can,, 
' and devont Prayer to God. I will to the woods : the 

* hollow of a tree will lodge me, wild berries feed me ; 
'and for Clothes, cannot I stitcb myself one peRnnial 

* Suit of Leather!" 

' Historical Oil-painting,' continues TeufeladiSdch, 
' is one of the Arts I never practiKd; therefore dtalL 1 
' not decide whether this subject were taxy of executton 
' on the canvass. Yet ofi«n baa it seemed to me as if 
«-8uch first outflaahii^ of man's Freewill, tolic^teii,m(ire 
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Bndmore into Day,.^ Clwotic Nig^t that threatened 
to engulf him in its hinderaiiceB and its honors, were 
properly the only gTBudeur there is in History. Let 
aome living Angdo or Rosa, vith seeing eye and vinder- 
atanding heart, picture George Fox ob that momiDg, 
when he spreads out his cutting-board for the last time, 
and cuts cow-hides by unwonted patterns, and stitches 
thraa t4^ethex into one continuous alHocludlDg Case, 
the farewell service of his awl ! Stitch away, Ihou noble 
Fox: every i»dck of that little instrument is pricking 
into the heart of Slavery, and World-worship, and the 
Mammon-god. Thy elbows jerk, as in strong evimmer- 
strokea, and every stroke is bearing thee aeroaa the 
Prisffli-ditch, within which Vanity holds her Work- 
house and Rag-fair, into lands of true Lih^ty ; were 
the work done, there is in broad Europe one Free Man, 
and thou art he 1 

' Thus ftom the lowest depth there is a path to the 
loftiest height : aad for the Poor also a Gospel has been 
published. Surely, if, as D' Alembert asserta, my illus- 
trious namesake, Diogenes, was the greatest man of 
Antiquity, only that he wanted Decency, then by 
stronger reason is George Fox the greateat of the Mo- 
dems; and greater than Diogenes himself: for he too 
stands on the adamantine basis of his Manhood, casting 
ande all piopa and shears ; yet not, in half-savage 
Pride, undervaluing the Earth j valuing it rather, as a 
place to yield him warmth and food, he looks Heaven- 
ward from his Earth, and dwells in an elOnoit of 
Mercy and Worship, with a still Strength, such as the 
Cyme's Tub did nowise witness. Great, truly, was that 
Tub ; a temple troiB which man's dignity and divini^ 
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' was (contfully preaclied abroad : but greater is the 
' I^eather Hull, for tbe tame BemiiHi wae preaclied there, 
' and not in Scorn but ia Love.' 

. George Fox'b ' pcTemiial suit,' vith all that it held, 
hu been worn quite into ashes for nigh two centuries : 
why, in a discuwion on the Perfectibility of Society, 
reproduce it now ? Not out of blind Bectarian partigan- 
ship: TeufelsdrOckh himself is no Quaker; with all hia 
pacific tendencies, did we not see him, in that scene at 
the Korth Cape, with the Archangel Smuggler, exhibit 
fire-arms? 

For UB, aware of his deep SansculottiBm, there is more 
meant in this passage than meets the ear. At the same 
time, who can avoid smiling at the eamestneBs and Bib- 
otian simplicity (if indeed there be not an underhand 
- Batire in it), with which that ' Incident ' is here brought 
forward; and, in the ProfesBor'a ambiguous way, as 
clearly perhapB as be durst in Weisanichtwo, recom- 
mended to imitation I Does Teufelsdr&ckh antidpate 
that, in this age of reSnement, any Gonsiderable class of 
the community, by way of teatifying against the ' Mam- 
mon-god,' and escaping from what he calls ' Vanity's 
Workhouse and Ragfair,' where doubtleBs some of them 
are toiled and whipped and hoodwinked sufficiently, — 
will Bheathe themselves in close-fitting cases of Leather ? 
The idea is ridiculous in the extreme. Will Majesty lay 
aside its robes of state, and Beauty its frills and train- 
gowns, for a second skin of tanned hide? By which 
change Huddersfield and Manchester, and Coventry and 
Fsjsley, and the Fancy-Bazaar, were reduced to hungry 
Bolitudes; and only Day and Martin could profit. Fw 
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neither would TenfetBdrQckh'B mad daydream, here at 
we pTCBumc covertly intended, of levcHing Society ((««/- 
ling it indeed with a vengeance, into one hnge drowned 
marsh !), and bo attaining the political effects of Nudity 
without its frigorific or other consequences, — be thereby 
realised. Would not the rich man purchase a waterproof 
euit of Russia Leather ; and the highhoro Belle step 
forth ia red or azure morocco, lined with shamoy : the 
Uack cowhide being left to the Drudges and Gibeonltes 
of the world; and so all the old DistinctionE re-eata^ 
hlished? 
' Or has the Professor his own deeper intention ; and 
lai^hs in his sleeve at our strictures and glosses, which 
indeed are hut a part thereof ? 
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CHAPTER n. 

CHFRCH CLOTHES. 



KoT IcM questioiuble is Ub Chapter on Chvnh 
Clothes, vhich has the further difltniclion of being the 
shortest in the Volume. We here translate it entire : 

' By Church Clothes, it need not be premised, that I 
' mean infinitely mare than Cassocks and Suipltces ; 

* and do not at all mean the mere haberdasher Sunday 
' Clothes that men go to Church in. Far from it! Church 

* Clothes are, in our vocabulary, the FormB, the Vestwes, 
' under which men have at various periods embodied and 
' Tepresented for themselves the Religious Principle; 
' that is to eay, invested the Divine Idea of the World 
' with a sensible and practically active Body, so that it 
' m^ht dwell among them as a living and life-giving 

* Word. 

' These are unspealcably the most important of all the 
' vestures and garnitures of Human Existence. They are 
' first spun and woven, I may say, by that wonder of 
' wonders, Society; for it is still only when " two or 
' three are gathered together " that Religion, spiritually 

* existent, and indeed indestructible however latent, in 

* each, first outwardly manifests itself (as with " cloven 
' tongues of fire"), and seeks to be embodied in a visible 
' Communion, and Church Militant. Mystical, more 

* than magical, is that Communing of Soul with Soul, 
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*'.1}0& looking heaveDward : here properly Soul Grat 
' vpeaks with Soul ; for only in looking heavenward, take 

* it in what seme you may, not in looking earthward, 
'does what we can call Union, mutual Love, Society, 
' begin to be posaible. How true is that of Novalie: 

* " It is certain, my Belief gains quite inJinUeiy the 
' moment I can convince another mind thereof !" Oaze 

* thou in the Uet of thy Brother, in those eyes where 
' plays the lambent fire of Kindness, or in those where 
' rages the lurid ctmflagratioa of Anger ; feel how thy 

* own so quiet Soul is straigjitway involuntarily kindled 
' with the like, and ye blaze and reverberate on each 
'other, till it is all one limitless oonfloent flame (of em- 
' bracing Jjore, at of deadly-grappling Hate) ; aikd then 

* say what miraculoua virtue goes oat of man into man. 

* But if BO, thiougfa all the thick-plied hulls <rf our 

* £arthly life ; how much moie when it is of the 
'.Divine Life we speak, and inmost Mk ii, ss it were,' 
' biought into contact with inmost Mb ! 

. ' Thua was it tiiat 1 said, the Church Clothes are ^t 
' apmn and woven by Socie^ ; outward Religion ori- 
' gituttea by Society, Society becomes possible by Re- 

* ligion. Nay, perhaps every conceivable Society, past 

* andpres^it, may well be ^uredaa properly and wholly 
' a Charcb, in one or other of these three predicamoitB : 
'on audibly prea^ng and prophesying Church, which' 

* is the beat ; second, a Church that struggles to pieach 

* and prophepy, but cannot as yet, till ila Pentecost 
'come ; and third and wont, a Chnrch gone dumb with 
' old age, or which only mumbles delirium priw to 
'^lisaohition. Whoeo fiuudes that by Church k here 

* nwnt Chspt^rhousea and C« t hedni», or by pfeaehiag 
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' and pTopbeaying, mere Bpeech and diauaUng, let him," 
says the oracular Profeasor, ' read on, light of heart' 
', (geirotlen muthet). 

' Bnt with regard to your Church proper, and the 
'Church Clothea specially reo^niaed as Church Clothes, 
' I remark, fearlessly euough, that without such VestureB 
'and sacred Tiaaues Society has not eiiated, and will 
' not exiflt. For if Goyemment is, so to speak, the out- 
' ward sKiw of the Body Politic, holding the whole toge- 
' ther and protecting it; and all your CraftGuilds, and 
' ABSodationE for Induatry, of hand or of head, are the 
' Fteahly Clothea, the muscular and osBeous Tiasues 
' (lyi'^S U'l'^'' such bkin), whereby Sotnety stands and 
'works; — then ia Religion the inmost Pericardial and 
'.Nerroua Tiasue, which ministers Life and warm CiiCQ' 
' lation to the whole. Without which Pe^cardial Tiasue 
' the Booes and Muscles (of Industry) were inert, .or 
' animated only hy a Galvanic vitality ; the bkin would 
' become a shrivelled pelt, or fast-rotting raw-hide ; and ■ 
' Society Itself a dead carcass, — deserving to be buried. 
. ' Men were no longer Social, hut Gr^arious; which 
' tatter state also could not continue, but must gradually 

* jssue in universal selGsh discord, hatred, savage isola- 

' tion, and dispersion ; — whereby, as we might continue ' 
'to say, the very dust and dead body of Society would' 
' have evaporated and become abolished. Such, and so 
' all-important, all-sustaining, are the Church Clothei, 

* to civilised or even to rational man. 

' Meanwhile, in our era of the World, those same 
'. Church Clothes have gone aorrowfully out at elbows : 
' nay, far worse, many of them have become mere hollow 
' Shapes, or Masks, under which no living Figure or- 
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Spiiit tuiy longer dwells ; but only spiders and im- . 
dean beetles, in horrid accomulation, drive their trade;, 
and the Maak still glarei on you with its glass-eyes, in 
^lastly affectation of Life, — some generation and half - 
after Religion has quite withdrawn &oin it, and in nn- 
noticed noolu is weaving for herself new Vestureai 
wherewith to reappear, and bless us, or our sons or 
grandsons. As a Priest, or Interpreter of the Holy, 
is the noblest and highest of all men, so is a Sham* 
priest {Scheinprieiter) the falsest and basest : neither 
is it doubtful that his Canonicals, were th^ Popes* 
Tiaiae, will one day be torn from him, to make band- 
ies for the wounds of mankind ; or even to bum into 
tinder, for general scientific or culinary purposes. 
' AD which, as out of place here, falls to be handled - 
in my Second VoluiSe, On Ike Palinginesia, or New- 
birth of Society ; which volume, as treating practically 
of the Wear, Destruction, and Re-texture of Spiritual 
Tiasues, or Garments, forms, properly speaking, the 
Transcendental or ultimate Portion of this my Work 
on Clolhe*y and is already in a state, of forwardness.' 
And herewith, no &rther exposition, note, or com- 
mentary being added, does Teufelsdruclch, and must hie 
Editor now, terminate the singular chapter on Church 
Clothes ! 
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CHAPTER III. 



Probably it wOl elucidate the drift of these foregoing 
obKure atterancea, if we here inaert eomewhat of our 
ProtetBor'H apeculatioui on Symbols. To itiite his 
vbole doctrine, indeed, were beyond onr compasB : no- 
vheie ta he more myBteriouB, impalpable, thsn in this of 
' Fantuy being the or^n of the Ciodli&e ;' and how 
' Man thereby, thoagh based, to all seeming, on the 
' Btnall Visible, does nevertheleaB extend dovn into the 

* infinite deeps of the Invisible, of which laviBible, in- 
' deed, hifi Life is properly the bodying forth.' Let ua, 
omitting these high traiiBcendental aepects of the matter, 
Btudy to glean (whether from the Paperfaags or the 
Printed Volume) what little eeema logical and practical, 
and cunningly arrange it into anch degree of coherence 
as it will aBSome. By way of proem, take the following 
not injudicious remartu : 

* The benignant efficacies of Concealment,' cries our 
Professor, 'who shall speak or sing? Silbncb and 
' Sbcsbct ! Altars might still be raised to them (were 

* this an altar-building time) for tmiversal worship. 
' Silence is the element in which great things fashioii 
' themselves together; that at length they may emerge, 

* full-formed and majestic, into the daylight of Ufe, 
' which they are thenceforth to rule. Not William the 
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' Silent only, 1mt all the cdneiderable men I have known, 
' and the mOBt undiplomatic, and unstiategic of these, 
' foreboie to babble of what they were creating and pro- 
ejecting. Nay, in thy own mean perplexitiei, do thou 

* thyself but Aof ft thy tongue for am day: on the mor> 

* row, how macb clearer are thy purpoaea, and dutiea ; 
' what wreck and lubbiah haye those mute workmen 
' vithin thee swept away, when intruaiTe noiaea were 
' abut out ! Spee^ is too often not, aa the Frenchman 
' defined it, the art of concealing Thought ; but of quite 
' stifling and suspending Thought, so that there ia none 
*.to conceal. Speech too i« great, but not the greatest. 
' As the Swiss Inscription aays ; Sprecken ist Mbent, 

* SchiMigen iti golden (Speech is silvern, Silence is 
' gcdden) ; or as I might rather express it : Speech is of 
'Time, Silence is of Eternity. 

' Bees will not work except in darkness ; Thought 
' will not work except in Silence : neither will Virtue / 

* work except in Secrecy. Let not thy right hand know 
' what thy left band doeth 1 Neither ahalt thou prate 

* even to iby own heart of "those secrets known to all." 
' Is not Shame the soil of all Virtue, of all good mannere, 
' and good morals? like other plants. Virtue will not 
' grow unless its root be hidden, buried from the eye of 

* the sun. Let the sun shine on it, nay, do but look at 

* it privily thyself, the root withers, and no flower will 
' glad ibee. my Friends, when we view the fair 
'.clustering flowen that over-wreatbe, for example, the 
' Marriage-bo WW, and encircle man's life with the 
'fragrance and hues of He>,ven, what band will not 
*, smite the foul plunderer that grubs them up by the 
' roots, and, with grinning, grunting satisfactitm, shews 
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', US. tKe dung QtajSaamh inl Uen apeidLiDiirit of 
', the Printing Prew with ite Newipapera : dtt Himmel /■ • 
< what BTB tbeae to Clothefl and the Tailts's Qoeae f . 

' Of kin to the H iocalculBble infiueooei of OoioetA' 
'■ment. and connected with atill greater things, ia the' 
' wondiQui agency of Symbah. in & Symbol. Uiere i» 
' conqetlment and yet revelation: here, therefne, by 
' Sileoce and by Speech acting togMher.cojaee a douUed- 
'.aignificance. And if both the Speech be itself lugb; 
' and the Silence fit and noble, how oxpreBsive will their 
' union be ! Thus in many a painted Device, or Bim[de' 
' Seal-emblem, the commonest. Truth atanda out to na' 
' proclaimed with quite new empbaaia. 

* Foi it u heie that Fantasy with her myitic wonder-' 
' land playa into the amall prose domain of Senae, and 
' becomesiDCOTporatedtherewith. In the Symbol proper,' 
' what we can call a Symbol, there ia ever, more or leas 
*. distinctly and directly, aome embodyment and revelation 
' of the Infinite ; the Infinite is made to blend ilaelf with. 

* the Finite, to stand vinble, and aa it were, attainable ~ 
'there. By Symbols, accordingly, ia man guided and' 

* commanded, made happy, made wretched. He every 
' where finds himself encompayed with Symbols, recog- 
' nised as incn or not recognised : the Univei^ ts but 
' one Tsat Symbtd of God j nay, if thou wilt have it,' 

* what is man himself but a Symbol of God; ia not all 
' that he does symbolical; a revelation to Senae of the 
' myatic god-given Force that ia in him; a "Gospel of 
' Freedom," which he, the " Messias of Nature," 
' preachei, as he can, byact and word? Not a Hut be' 
' bmlda but ia the viaible embodyment of a Thought ; 
' but bean vkible record of invisiUe thir^a; but it,' 
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' in the traBineadeatil aeoie, ■pntnlical n well aa 
'real.' 

' Mbo,' myt tbe Profestor elBew1iere,iii qnite antipodal 
c»>Bdiast vith tbcK h^i-aosiiiig doliiuiatioiis, which We 
have here cut idiort on the ve^ of the inane, * man i* 
' bf Mrth samewhat of an owl. Perhapa too of all tbe 
' owleriea that ' ever poaaeaaed him, the moat owlish, it 
' ve cmaider it, ia that of your actualif exiatiiig Motive- 
' MiUwrighta. Fantaatic tricks enough hot man pla^d 
' iu hia time; haa ikncied hinuelf to be most things, 

* ,dewn even to an animated heap of Glass : but to hiusy 

' himself a dead Iron-Balance for weighing Pains and ' 
' Pleasures on, was reserred for this hia latter era. Then 

* stands he, hia Unirerae one huge Manger, filled with 
' hay and thistles to be weighed against each other; and 
■ looks long-eared enough. Alas, poor devil ! spectres 
'are appointed to haunt him : one age, he is hagridden, 
'bewitched; the next, piieetridden, befooled; in all 
' ages, bedevilled. And now the Genius of Mechanism 
' amothers him worse than any Nightmare did ; till tbe 
' Soul ia nigh choked out of him, and only a kind of 
' Digestive, Meclunic life remains. In Earth and in 

* Heaven he can see nothing but Mechanism ; has feat 
' for nothing else, hope in nothing else ; the world would 
' indeed grind him to pieces ; but cannot he fathom the 
' Doctrine of Motives, and cunningly compute these, and 
' medumiae them to grind the other way ? 

* Were he not, as baa been said, purblinded by en- 
' chantment,. you had but to bid him open his eyea and 
' look. In which country, in which time, was it tutiierta 

* that man's history, or the history of any man, went on 
'by calculated or calculable "Motives?" What loake 
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* ye of jour ChrittianitieB, and Chitalna, and Refbram- 
' dons, aad Maneillese Hymns, and Reigne of Terror? 

* Nay, has not perha^ the MatiTe-grinder himaelf been 
' in Itove f Did he never stand so mach aa a eomasted 
' Election F Leave him to Time, and the medicatiag; 
' virtue of Nature.' 

' Yea, Friends,' elsewhere observes the I^rofessoi, ' itot ■ 
'■our L^^cal, MeniuntiTe jmcnlty, but our Im^inatiTe 
' one is Kii^ over qs ; I might «ay. Priest and Prophet 
'.to lead us heavenward; or Magician and Wizard to' 

* lead us heUward. Nay, even fiir the basest Sensualiiit, ' 
' vhatis Sense buttheimptementof Fantasy; tbevnsel' 
' it drinks out of? Ever in the dullest existence, thne' 
'is a aheen either of Inspinttioii or of Madness (thou 

' partly hast it in thy choice, which of the two) that ' 

* gleams in from the circumambient Eternity, and ctdonrs 

' with its own hues our little islet of Time. The Under- ' 
' standing is indeed thy window, too clear thou canst 

* not make it; but Fantasy is thy eye, with its colottr- 
'giving retina, healthy or diseased. Have not I mysetf ' 
' known five hundred living soldiers sabred into crows' 

' meat, for a piece of glazed cotton, which they called 
' their Flag ; which, bad you sold it at any market- 
' cross, would not have brought above three gtosdien ? 
i Did not the whole Hungarian Nation rise, like stone 
' tumultuous mooU'Stirred Atlantic, .when Kaiser Joewpb ' 

* pocketed their Iron Ciown ; an implement, as was sa- 
' ffadously observed, in size and commercial value, little 
' difiering from a hars&-Bhoe ? It is ia and throng 
' Symbols that man, consdonsly or uaconsdoudy, Ures, 
' works, and has hia being.: those ages, mcffeovO', are 
' accounted the noblest which on the -best recognise 
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• ^mbolKal woUii, and prize k ttie higlieit. For is not 
' ■ Symbcd erer, to him who tiae eytt ita it, some dimmer 
' or cleuer revelation of the Godlike? 

' Of Symbols, ho*eTCr, I rem&rk farther, that th^ 
'hiive both as exttinaic and intrinsic nine; oftenest 
' the former only. Whet, for instance, was iu that 
'clotfted Shoe, which the Peasants bore aloft with them 
' '«• ensigD in their Bauemkrieg (Peasants' War) ? Or 
' in the Wallet-and-stBff round which the Netherland 
' Queux, glorying in that nickname of Beggars, he- 
''roically rallied and prevailed, though against King 
' Philip himself? Inthnsic significance these bad none : 
' Ally extrinsic ; as the accidental Standards of multi. 
' todes more or less sacredly uniting together ; in which 
' union itself, as above noted, there is ever something 
' mystical and borrowing of the Godlike. Under a like 
'Mtegory too, stand, or stood, the stupidest heraldic 
' Coats-of-arms ; military Banners every where ; and 

* generally all national or other sectarian Costumes and 
•■'Customs: they have no intrinsic, necessary divineness, 

* or even worth ; but have acquired an extrinsic one. 
' Nevertheless through all these there glimmers some- 
' thing of a Divine Idea; as through military BsDners 

* themselves, the Divine Idea of Duty, of heroic Daring ■ 
' in some instances of Freedom, of Right. Nay, th* 

* highest ensign that men ever met and embraced under, 
' the Cross itself, had no meaning save an accidental ex- 
' trinsic one. 

' Another matter it is, however, when your Symbol 
' has intrinsic meaning, and is of itsdf ^f that men 
' should unite round it. Let hut the Godlike manifest 
' itself to S«fnse } let hut Eternity look, more or less 
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* riiiUy, throni^ the Time-Finale {Zeitbildi ! Then . 

* is it fit that men unite there ; e.ai wonhip tog^er 
' before luch Symbol ; tuid eo from day to day, and 
' from age to. age, superadd to it new divinenesg. 

' or this latter lort are all mie Works of Art : in them ' 
' (if thou know a Work of Art from a Daub of Artifice) 

* wilt thou diacem Eternity looking through Time; the- 
' Godlike rendered visible. Here too may on extrinsic 

* value gradually superadd itself: thus cerUun Iliads, 

* and the like, have, in three thousand years, attained 
' quite new significance. But nobler than all in this 

' kind are the Uvea of heroic, god-iuspired Men ; for - 
' what other Work of Art is so divine? In Death too, 

* in the Death of the Just, ae the last perfection of a 

* Work of Art, may we not discern symbolic meaning ? 
' In that divinely transfigured Sleep, as of Victory, rest- 
' ing over the beloved faj^e which now knows thee no 

* more, re»d (if thou canst for tears) the confluence of 
' Time with Eternity^ and some gleam of the latter peer- 

* ing through. 

' Highest of all Symbols are those wherein the Artist 
' or Poet has risen into Prophet, and all men can re- 
' ct^nise a present Ood, and worship the same : I mean 
' religious Symbols. Various enough have been such 
' religious Symbols, what we call Religions ; as men 
' stood in this stage of culture or the other, and could 
' worse or better body forth the Godlike : some Symbols 
' with a transient intrinsic worth ; many with only an 
' extrinsic. If thou ask to what height man has carried 
' it in this matter, look on our divinest Symbol : on Jesus 

* of Nazareth, and hislafe, and his Biography, and what 
' followed therefrom. Higher has the human Thought 
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' not yet reached : this is Christianity and Christendom ;' . 

* a Symbol of quite peiennial, iofinite character; whose 
' Big^niGcunce will ever demand to be anew inquired into, 

* andanev made manifeat. 

' But, OQ the whole, ae Time adds much to the aacred- 

* nesB of Symbols, so likewise in his prt^esa he at . 

* length defaces, or even desecrates them ; and Symbols, 
' like all terrestrial Garments, wax old. Hamer*e Epos' 

* has not ceased to he true; yet it is no longer our Epos, 

* but shines in the distance, if clearer and clearer, yet 
< aUo smalter and smaller, like a receding Star. It 
' needa a actentific telescope,it needs to he reinterpreted 

* and artificially brought near us, before we can so much 

* as know that it u>fu a Sun. So likewise a day cornea 
' when the Runic ThoT, with hia Eddas, must withdraw 
' into dimness ; and many an African Mumbo-Jumbo, 
■ and Indian Wau-Wau he utterly aboliihed. For all 
'.things, even Celestial Luminaries, much more at- 
' moapheric meteors, have their rise, their culmination, 
' their decline.' 

' Small is this which thou tellest me that the Royal 

* Sceptre ia hut a piece of gilt>wood ; that the Pyx baa 
' become a most foolish box, and truly, as Ancient Pistol 
' thought, " of little price." A right Conjuror might I 
' name thee, couldst thou conjure back into these wooden 

* tools the divine virtue they once held." 

' Of this thing however be certain : wouldst thou plant 
' for Eternity, then plant into the deep infinite faculties 
' of man, his Fantasy and Heart ; wouldat thou plant for 
' Year and Day, then plant into his ahaltow superficial 

* faculties, his Self-love and Arithmetical Undetatanding, 
' what will grow there. A Hieiarch, therefore, and 
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* Pontiff of the World w31 we call him, the Poet and' 
' inspired Maker; who, Prometheos-like, can shape new 
VSymbola, and bring new Fire from Heaven to fix it 
' there. Such too will not always be wanting ; ndther 
' perhapi now are. Meanwhile, aa the average of mattets 

* goea, we account him Legialator and wise who can so 
' much a> tell when a Symbol has grown old, and gently' 

* icmove it. 

. 'When, aa the last Englinh Coronation* waa pie- 
'.paring,' conolndes this wonderfol Profesaor, ' I read in' 
' their Newspapers that the " Champion of England," 

* be who must ofife^ battle to the Univene for bia new 
' King, had brought it so far that be could now " monnt' 

* bis borse with little Banstanee," I said to myself : Here 
'abowe have a Symbol well nigh anperannuated. Alas, 
' move whithersoever yon may, are not the tatters and 
' ragi of superannuated worn-out Symbols (in tins lUg- 
' finr of a World) droppii^ off every where, to hoodwink, 
'. to halter, to tether yon ; nay, if you shake them not' 

* aside, threatening to accumulate, end perhaps prodnce 
■ suffocation. < 



• That.ol Oua^e IV'— Bo.. 
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HELD TAGS. 



Ax this point we detennine on adverting Bhottiy, or nthei 
reverting, to a certain Tract of Hoirath Heuachrecke's, 
entitled Institute for ike Repression of Pofvlaiion; 
vhich liei, diabonouiably enough (with torn leavea^ 
tud a perceptible smell of aloetic druge), stuffed into 
Ae Bi^ Hsces. Not indeed for the eake of the Tract 
itself, which ve admire little ; but of the marginal 
Notes, evidently in Teufelsdrdckh's hand, which rather 
copiously fringe it. A few of these may be in their 
right place here. 

Into the Hofiath's InsUtnte, with its extraordinary 
■diemea, and machinery of Corresponding Boaitts and 
the like, we shall not so much as glance. Enoi^h ibr 
us to understand that Henschrecke is a disciple of Mai- 
thus ; and so zealous for the doctrine, that his zeal 
almost literally eats him up. A deadly fear of Popula- 
tion possesses the Hofrath ; something like a fixed-idea ; 
undoubtedly akin to the more diluted forms of Madness. 
Nowhere, in that quarter of his intellectual world, is 
there light; nothing but a grim shadow of Hunger; 
dpcn mouths opening wider and wider; a world to ter- 
minate by the frightfiillest consummation : by its too 
dense inhabitants, famished into delirium, universally 
eating one another. To make air for himself in which' 
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Avngolalioiii, choldog enough to a benevoleot heart, the 
Hofrath tbunds, or propoeea to found, this Jmtitvie of 
bb, Bi the beet be can do. It is only with our Piofes- 
Bor'g commentfl thereoa that -we contxm DuneWeB. 

Fint, then, remulc that TeufelBdr5ckh, as a apecuh- 
tiTfl Badica), baa bit om notitme about human dignity ; 
dat the ^bdarm palaceB and courtesiee bare not made 
hmi foi^tetiiil of the Futteral cottages. On the blank 
cover of Heuschrecke'a Tract, we find the fbllowing in- 
dictjuctly engroeaed : 

' Two men I honour, and no third. First, the toilwotn 
' Craftaman that with earth-made Implement laboriously 

* conquen the Earth, and makes her man's. VenentUe 
'to me i* the bard Hand; crooked, .coarse; wherein 

* notwithstanding ties a conning virtue, indefeosibly royal, 

* as of the Sceptre of this Planet. Venerable too ia the 

* nigged face, all weather-tanned, beaoiled, with its rude 
' intelligence ; for it is the &ce of a Man living manlike. 
' Oh, but the more venerable for thy rudeness, and even 

* because we must pity as well as love thee 1 Hardly- 
' entreated Brother ! For ua was thy back so bent, for 
' na were thy straight limbs and fingers so deformed : 
' thon wert our Conscript, on whom the lot fell, and 
' fighting OUT battles wert eo marred. For in thee too 
' lay a god-created Form, but it was not to be unfolded ; 
' encrusted must it staiid with the thick adheiions and 
' defacementa of Labour ; and thy body like thy soul was 

* not to know freedom. Yet toil on, toil on : thou art in 

* thy duty, be out of it who may ; thou toileat for the al- 

* together indispensable, for daily bread. 

' A second man I honour, and still more highly : Him 
' who is seen toibng fi>r the spiritually indispensable; not 
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'duly bread, but tbe fireftd of Life. Is not he too is 
' his dutj ; eodeaTouring tawards inward H&rmony ; ic 
' vealing tbu, by act or bj word, tbrougb all bis outward 
' endeav oun, be the; high or low 7 Highest of all, 
' when bis outward and hii inward endeavour are one : 
' when we can name him Artist ; not earthly Grafttman 
' only, but inspired Thinker, that with heaTen-made Im- 

* plement conquers Heaven for us ! If the poor and 
' humble toil that we have Food, must not tbe high and 

* glorious toil for him in return, that he have Light, have 
' Guidance, Freedom, Immortality? — These two, in JiU 
' thdr degrees, I honour : all else is chaff anddust, which 
' let the wind blow whither it listetb, 

' Unspeakably touching is it, however, when I find 

* both dignities united ; and he that must toil outwardly 

* for the lowest of man's wants, is al»o toiling inwardly 
' for the highest. Sublimer in this world know I no^ 

* tiling than a Peasant Saint, could such now any where 
' be met with. Such a one will take thee back to Naza- 
' reth itself; thou wilt see the splendour of Heaven spring 
' forth from the humblest depths of Earth, like a light 
' shining in great darkness.' 

And again : * It is not because of his toils that I la- 
' ment for the poor : we must all toil, or steal (howao- 

* ever we name our stealing), which is Worse; no faithful 
' workman finds his task a pastime. The poor is hungry 

* and atbirat, but for him also there is food and drink : he 
' is heavy-laden and weary ; but for him also the Heavnts 
'.send Sleep, and of tbe deepest ; in his smoky cribst a 
' clear dewy heaven of Rest envelopes him, and fitful 

* glitteriags of cloud-skirted Oreame. But what I do 
' mourn over is that the lamp of his soul should go out ; 
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■ thrt no ray of huvenly, or even of cartMy knowledge; 
' should Tiiit him ; bat, only in the haggard darimecv, 

* like two tpectres. Fear and Indignation. Alaa, while 

* the Body standB bo broad and brawny, must the Soul 
'lie blinded, dwarfed, stupified, almoBt annihilated! 
' Alas, was this too « Breath of God : bestowed in 
' Heaven, but on earth never to be unfolded l^That 
' there nhould one Man die Ignorant who had capacity 
f for Knowledge, this I call a tragedy, were it to happen 
' more than twenty times in the minute, aa by some 

* computationa it daas. The miserable fraction of 

* Science which united mankind, in a wide Universe of 

* Nescience, has acquired, why is not this, with all dili- 
' gence, imparted to all ?' 

Quite in an opposite strain is the following : ' The old 
' Spartans had a wiser method ; and went out and 
< hunted down their Helots, and speared and spitted 
' them, when they grew too numerous. With our im* 

* proved fashions of hunting, Herr Hofrath, now after - 
' the invention of 6re-arme, and standing iirmies, how 

* much easier were such a bunt \ Perhaps in the most 

* thictdy-peopled country, some three days annually 
' m^t suffice to shoot all the able-bodied Paupers that 
' had accumulated within the year. Let Govenunenti 

* think of this. The expense were trifling : nay, the 

* very carcasses would pay it Have them salted and 

* barrelled ; could not you victual therewith, if not Army 
' and Navy, yet richly such infirm Paupers, in work- 
,' houses aad elsewhere, as enlightened Charity, dreadiag 
' no evil of them, might see good to keep alive ?' 

' And yet,' writes he farther on, ' there must be some- 
' thing wrong. A full-formed Horse will, in any market, 
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\tnag from twen^ to as high aa two-bundred Friedridis 
d'oi : such ia hia worth to the world. A fuU-formed 
Man iauot only vorth nothing, to the woild, but the 
wotld could afford him a round sum would be aimply 
engage to go and bang himBelL Neveithelees, which 
of the two was the more cuaniDgly-devieed article, even 
as an Engine? Good HeaveaB ! A white European 
Man, standii^ on his two Legs, with hia two five-fin- 
gered Hands at his Bhackle-boues, and miraculoi^ 
Head on hia ehoulden, is worth, I should say, from 
fifty to a hundred Horses !' 

. ' True, thou Oi^-Hofratb,' cries the Profeuor else- 
where ; ' too crowded indeed I Meanwhile, what por- 
' tion of this inconsiderable termqueoos Globe have ye 
' actually tiUed and delved, till it will grow no more ? 

* How thick stands your Population in the Fampaa and 
' Sttvannaa of America ; round ancient Carthage, and in 
' the interior of Africa ; on both alopes of the Altaic 
' <^ain, in the central Platform of Asia ; in Spain, 
' Greece, Turkey, CrimTartary. the Cunagh of Kildare? 
' One man, in one year, as I have understood it, if you 
' lend him Earth, will feed himself and nine others. 

.' Alas, where now are the Haigats and Alarics of out 

* still glowing, still expanding Europe ; who, when their 
' home is grown too narrow, will enlist and, like Fiie- 
' pillars, guide onwarda those superfluoua masBea of ind»- 

* mitable living Valour j equipped, not now with the 
' battle-axe and WHr-chsriot, but with tlie steam-engine 
' and ploughshare ? Whereare they?— Preserving their 
' Game i' 
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CHAPTKR V. 



THE pa<BNIX. 



Potting which four siQgulai Chapter* b^her, and 
aloDgiide of them numerous hints, and even direct uiter- 
aucea, scattered over these Writings of hia, ve come 
npon the startling yet not quite unlooked-fbi concluaion, 
that Teufelsdruckh is one of those vho consider Society, 
properly so called, to be aa good as extinct ; and that 
only the Gregarious feelings, and old inherited habitudes, ' 
at this juncture, hold us from Diepetsion, and universal 
national, civil, domestic and personal war I He says ex- 
pressly : ' For the last three centuries, above all, fbr the 
last three quarters of a century, that same Feri-cardial 
Nervous Tissue (aa we named it) of Religion, where 
lies the life-esaence of Society, has been smote at and 
perforated, needfully and needlessly ; till now it is 
quite rent into shreds ; and Society, long pining, dia- 
betic, consumptive, can be regarded as defimct ; for 
those spasmodic, galvanic sprawlings are not life; 
neither indeed will they endure, galvanise as you may, 
beyond two days.' 

' Call ye that a Society,' cries be again, ' where there 
ia DO loBga any Social Idea extant ; not so much a* 
the Idea of a common Home, but only of a coromon, 
over-crowded Lodging-house? Where each, isolated, 
regardless of his neighbour, turned against his neigfa- 
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' boor, clutchea what he can get, and cries " Mine !" 
' and calls it Peace, because, in the cut-purae and cut- 

* throat Scramble, no steel knives, but only a (ai cun- 
' ninger sort, can be employed ? Where Friendship,' 

* Communion, has become att iticredible tradition; and 

' your holiest Sacramental Supper is a smoking Tavern , 
' Dinner, with. Cook for Evangelist ? Where joot Priest 
' has no tongue but for plate-licking ; and your high 

* Ouidea and Govemors cannot guide ; but on all hands 

* hear it passionately proclaimed : Laitsez faire ; Leave 
'us alone of your guidance, suCb light is darker than 
'' darkness ; eat your wages, and sleep ! 

* Thus, too,' continues he, ' must an observant eye 
' discern every where that saddest spectacle : The Poor 
' perishing, like neglected, foundered Draught-Cattle, of 
' Hunger and Overwork ; the Rich, still more wretch- 
' edly, of Idleness, Satiety, and Overgrowth. The 

* Highest in rank, at length, without honour from the 
' Lowest ; scarcely, with a little mouth-honour, as from 
' tavern-waiters who espect to put it in the bill. Once 

* sacred Symbols fluttering as empty Pageants, whereof 
' men grudge even the espense ; a World becoming dis- 
' mantled: in one word, the Chuhch fallen speechless, 
' from obesity and apoplexy ; the State shrunken into a 

* Police-office, straitened to get its pay I' 

yie might ask, are there many ' observant eje^,' be- 
longing to Practical men, in England or elsewhere, which 
have descried these phenomena ; or is it only from the 
mystic devation of a German Wahngasse that such won- 
ders are visible? Teufelsdrijckh contends that the aspect of 
a.' deceased or expiring Society,' fronts us everywhere, so 
that whoso nins may read. ' What, for example,' says 
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he, ' IB the univerBally-airogBted Virtue, almost the sole 
' remaining Catholic Virtue, of these days ? ?or aome 
' half century, it has been the thing you name, " Inde- 
' pendence." Suspicion of " Servility," of reverence 

* for Superiors the very dogleech is anxious to disavow. 
' Fools ! Were your Superiors worthy to govern, and you 
' worthy to obey, reverence for them were even your only 
' possible fieedom. Independence, in all kinds, is 

* rebellion ; if unjust rebellion, why parade it, and every 
' where prescribe it?' 

But what then 7 Are we returning, as Rousseau 
prayed, to the state of Nature ? ' The Soui Politic 
' having departed,' says Teufelsdr&ckh, ' what can follow 
' but that the Body Politic be decently interred, to avoid 
' putrescence 7 Liberals, EcongmisU, Utilitarians enough 
' ' I see marching with its bier, and chauntingloud pteant, 
' towards the funeral-pile, where, amid wailings frotfl 
' some, and eatumalian revelries from the most, fhe 

* venerable Corpse is to be burnt. Or, in plain words. 

* tbat these men. Liberals, Utilitarians, or whatsoever 

* they are called, will ultimately carry their point, and 

* dissever and destroy most existing Institudons of 
' Society, seems a thing which has some time ago ceased 

* to be doubtful. 

' Do we not see a little subdivision of the grand UtiU- 
' tarian Armament come to light even in insulated Eng- 

* land? A living nucleus, that will attract and grow, 
' does at length appear there also ; and under curious 
' phasis ; properly as the inconsiderable fi^-end, and so 
' far in the rear of the others as to fancy itself the van. 
' Our European Mechanisera are a sect of boundless 
' diffusion, activity, and co-operative spirit : baa not 
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Utilitarianism fiourished in high places of Thought, 
here among ourBelvea. and io every European coiintry, 
at BOnie time or other, within the last fifty years ? If 
DOW in all countries, except perhaps England, it has 
ceased to flourish, or indeed to exist, among Thinkers, 
and sank to Journalists and the popular mass, — who 
sees not that, as hereby it no longer preaches, so the 
reason is, it now needs no Preaching, but is in fiill 
universal Action, the doctrine every where known and 
enthusiastically laid to heart? The fit pabulum, in 
these times, for a certain rugged workshop-intellect and 
heart, nowise without their corresponding workahop- 
Btrength and ferocity, it requires but to be stated in such 
scenes to make ptoaelytes enough. — Admiiahty calcu- 
hited for destroying, only not for rebuilding ! It spreads 
like a sort of Dog-madness ; till the whole World' 
kennel will be rabid : then woe to the Huntsmen, with 
or without their whips ! They should have given the 
quadrupeds water,' adds he, ' the water, namely, of 
Knowledge and of Life, while it was yet time.' 
Thus, if Professor TeufelsdrBckh can be relied on, we 
are at this hour in a most critical condition j beleaguered 
by thai boundless ' Armament of Mechanisere ' and Un- 
believers, threatening to strip us bare ! ' The World,' says 
he, * as it needs must, is under a process of devastation 
and waste, which, whether by silent assiduous corrosion, 
or open quicker combustion, as the case chances, will 
effi»nual1y enough annihilate the past Forms of Society ; 
replace them with what it may. For the present, it is 
contemplated that when man's whole Spiritual In- 
terests are once divested, these innumerable stript-off 
Oannents shall mostly he bmr nt ; hut the sounder Rags 
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' among them be quilted together into one htige Iri^ 
' watch-coat for the defence of the Body only !' — This, we 
think, it but Job's news to the humane reader. 

' Nevertheless,' cries Teufehdruckh, ' who can hinder 
' it ; who is there that can dutch into the wheel-epolces 

* of Destiny, and say to the Spirit of the Time ; Turn 
' back, 1 command thee ? — Wiser were it that we yielded 

* to the Inevitable and Inexorable, and accounted even 
' this the best.' 

Nay, might not an attentive Editor, drawing Ma own 
inferences from what stands written, conjecture that 
Teufelsdruckh individually had yielded to this same 
' Inevitable and Inexorable' heartily enough ; and now 
Eat waiting the issue, with his natural diabolico- angelical 
Indifference, if not even Placidity ? Did we not hear 
him complain that the World was a ' huge Ragfair,' and 
the 'rags and tatters of old Symbols' were raining down 
every where, like to drift him in, and suffi>cate him ? 
What with those * nnhunted Helots' of his ; and the un- 
even sic-vos-nori'Vohis pressure, and hard crashing colU- 
sion he is pleased to discern in existing things; what 
with the so hateful ' empty Masks,* full of beetles and 
spiders, yet glaring out on him, from their glass-eyee, 
' with a ghastly affectation of life,' — we feel entitled to 
conclude him even willing that much should be thrown 
10 liie Devil, so it were but done ■ gently ! Safb himself 
m that 'Pinnacle of Weissnichtwo,' he would consent, 
with a tragic solemnity, that the monster UTILITARIA, 
held back, indeed, and moderated by nose-rings, halters, 
foot-shackles, and every conceivable modification of rope, 
should go forth to do her work; — to tread down old 
ruinous Palaces and Temples, with her broad hoof, till 
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tlte whole "Wfire trodden down, tfaat new and better might 
be bnik! Remarkable in this point of view are the 
following aentences. 

' Society/ says he, * is not dead : that Carcass, which 
you call dead Society, is but her mortal coil which she 
his shuffled off, to assume a nobler ; ahe herself, tbrot^h 
perpetual metamorphoses, in fairer and fairer develope- 
ment, has to live till Time also merge in Eternity. 
Wheresoever two or three Living Men are gathered 
together, there is Society ; or there it will be, with its 
cunning mechanisms^ and stupendous structurea, over- 
spreading this little Globe, and reaching upwards to 
Heaven and downwards to Gehenna : for always, under 
one or the other figure, it has two authentic Revela- 
tioDB, of a God and of a Devil; the Pulpit, namely, and 
the Gallows.' 

Indeed, we already heard him speak of ' Religion, in 
' umioticed nooks, weaving for herself new Vestures ;' — 
TeufelsdiOckh himself being one of the loom-treadles? 
Elsewhere he quotes without cenHure that atrange aphor- 
ism of Saint- Simon' a, concerning which and whom so 
much were to be said : " L'age d'or qu'vne aveugle tradi- 
turn a placi ^uqu'ici dans ie passe est devant novi ; 
The golden age which a blind tradition has hitherto 
placed in the Past ie Before uh." — But listen again : 
' When the Phoenis is fanning her funeral pyre, will 

* there not be sparks flying ? Alas, some millions of 
■ men, and among them such as a Napoleon, have already 
' been licked into that high-eddying Rame, and like 
' moths, consumed there. Still also have we to fear that 

* ineauldous beards will get singed. 

' For the rest, in what year of grace such PhtenJx- 
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cremation vill be completed, you Deed not ask. The 
Ibv of Peraeverance is among the deepest in man : by 
nature he hates chan^ ; seldom will he quit his old 
bouse till it has actually fallen about his ean. Thus 
have I seen Solemnitiei linger as Ceremonies, sacred 
Symhole as idle Pageants, to the extent of three hun- 
dred yean and more after all life and sacrednese had 
evaporated out of them. And then, finslly, what time 
the Phcenix Death-Birth itself will require, depends on 
unseen contingencies. — Meanwhile, would Destiny oSer 
Mankind that after, say two centuries of convulsioo 
and conflagration, more or less vivid, the fire-creation 
should be accomplished, and we find ourselves again 
in a Living Society, and no longer fighting but working, 
— were it not perhaps prudent in Mankind to strike the ' 
bargain ?' 

Thus is Teufelsdrfickh content that old sick Society 
should be deliberately burnt (alas ! with quite other fuel 
than spice-wood) ; in the iaith that she ii a Pbaenix; 
and that a new heavenbom young one will rise out of 
her asbes ! We ourselves, restricted to the duty of 
Indicator, shall forbear commentary. Meanwhile, will 
not the judicious reader shake his head, and reproach- 
fnlly, yet more in sorrow than in anger, say or think : 
From a Doctor Ulriuiqve Juris, titular Profeuor in a 
University, and man to whom hitherto, for his services. 
Society, bad as she is, has given not only food and 
raiment (of a kind) but books, tobacco and gukguk. we 
expected more gratitude to his benefactrees ; and less of 
a blind Trust in the future, which resembles that rather 
of a pbiloeophical Fatalist and Enthusiast, than of a solid 
househotder paying scot and lot in a Christian country. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



OLD CLOTH BS. 



As mentioDed above, Teufelsdr6ckh, though a SasKulot- 
tMt, is ia practice probably the poUtest maa extant ; his 
whole he«rt and life are penetrated and informed with 
the spirit of Politeness ; a noble natural Courtesy shin e« 
through him, beautifying hie vagaries ; like sun-light, 
niakiug a rosy-fingeied, loinbow-dyed Aurora out of mere 
aqueous clouds ; nay, brightening London smoke itaelf 
into gold vapour, as from the crucible of an alchemitt. 
Hear in what earnest though fantastic wise he exprenea 
himself on this head : 

' Shall Courtesy be done only to the rich, and only by 
' the rich ? In Good-breedisg, which differs, if at all, 
' from High-breeding, only as it gracefully remembers 
' the rightB of others, rather than gracefully indjMs on 
its own rights, I discern no special connexioti with 
' wealth or birth : but rather that it lies in human nature 
' itself, and is due from all men towards all men. Of « 
' truth, were your Schoolmaster M his post, and worth 

* any thing when there, this,' with so much else, would 

* be reformed. Nay, each man were then also his neigfa* 
' hour's schoolmaster ; till at length a rude-vi«aged, un> 
' mannered Peaaant could no more be met with, than a 

* Peasant unacquainted with botanical Physidogy, or who 

* felt not that the clod he broke was created in Heaven. 
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' For whether thou bear a sceptre or a flledge-hatniner, 
art thou not Alive ; is not diiii thjr brother alivb ? 
"There is but one Temple in the world," aajB NovaHa, 
** and that Temple is the Body of Man. Nothing ia 
hoHer than this Mgh Foim. Bending before men ia a 
reverence done to this Revelation in the Flesh. We 
touch Heaven, when we lay our hands on a human 
Body." 

' On which ground, I would fain carry it farther than 
most do ; and whereaa the English Johnson only bowed 
to every Clergyman, or man with a shovd-hat, I would 
how to every Man with any sort of hat, or with no hat 
whatever. Is he not a Temple, then ; the visible Mani- 
festation and Imperaoaation of the Divinity? And yet, 
alas, such indiacriminate bowing' serves not For there 
is a Devil dwells in man, as well ae a Divinity; and 
too often the bow is but pocketed by the former. It 
would go to the poclcet of Vanity (which is your clearest 
phaais of the Devil, in these times) ; therefore must we 
withhold it. 

' The gladder am I, on the other hand, to do reverence 
to those ShelU and outer Husks of the ^ody, wherein 
no devilish passion any longer lodges, but only the 
pure emblem and effigies of Man : I mean, to Empty, 
or even to Cast Clothea. Nay, is it not to Clothea that 
most men do reverence : to the fine froggecl brofld- 
cloth, nowise to the " straddling animal with bandy 
I^" which it holds, and makes a Dignitary of? Who 
ever saw any Lord my-lorded in tattered blanket, 
fastened with wooden skewer? Nevertheless, I aayi 
there is in auch worship a shade of hypocrisy, a practi- 
cal deception : for how often does the Body appropriate 
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what vaB meant for the Cbth <m\j ! Whovo would 
avoid Falsehood, which is the essence of all Sin, will 
perhaps sea good ,to take a different course. That 
reverence which cannot act without obstruction and 
perversion when the Clothes are full, maj have tree 
course when they are empty. Kven as, for Hindoo 
Worshippers, the Pagoda ig not leES sacred than the 
God ; BO do I too worship the hollow cloth Giannent 
with equal fervour, as when it contained the Man : nay, 
with more, for I now fear no deception, of myself or of 

' Did not King Toomtabard, or, in other words, John' 
Balliol, reign long over Scotland ; the man Jolin Bal- 
liol being quite gone, and only the "Toom Tabard" 
(Empty Gown) remaining ? What Btill dignity dwells 
in a suit of Cast Clothes! How meekly it bears its 
honours ! ■ No haughty looks, no scornful gesture ; 
silent and serene, it fronts the world ; neither demand- 
ing worship, nor afraid to miss it. The Hat still carries 
the physiognomy of its Head : but the vanity and the 
stupidity, and goose-speech which was the sign of ihese 
two, are gone. The Coat-arm is Btretched out, bvlt not 
to strike ; the Breeches, in modest simplicity, depend 
at ease, and now at last have a grBceful ilow ; the Waist- 
coat hides no evil passion, no riotous desire ; hunger or 
thirst now dwells not in it. Thus all is purged from 
the groBsnesB of sense, from the carkini^ cares and foul 
vices of the World ; and rides there, on its Clothes- 
horse ; as, on a Pegasus, might some skyey Messenger, 
or purified Apparation, visiting our low Earth. 

'Often, while I sojourned in that monstrous Tuberosity 
of Civilised Life, the Capital of England; and meditated. 
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' and qoeatioBcd Dwtiny, mider dtU iiA-aek gf vapour, 

* Uaci, tidck, and mvlli&noas u Spartan btodi ; and 
' vaa one lone Soul amid tboae grinding miljiona ; — 
' often bave I turned into their Old-Clothes Market to 
' vorahip. 'With awe-atmck heart I walk throogh that 
' Monmouth Street, with ita empty Suita, a> through a 
' Sanhedrim of atainleaa Ghoata. Silent are they, but 
' e^nvsaive in thdr ailehce : the paat witnesaea and 
' imtiuments of Woe and Joy, of Paaaiona, Viituee, 
' Crimea, and all the fatbomlesa tumult of Good and 
' Evil in " the Prison'called Life." Frienda ! tmat not 
' the heart of that roan for whom Old Clothe* are not 

* veneraUe. Watch too, with reverence, that bearded 
' Jewirii HighpncRt, who with hoaree voice, like aooie 

* Angel of Doom, eummona them from the four winda ! 

* On his head", like the Pope, he has three Hats, — a real 

* triple tJara ; on either band, are the rimilitude of Wings, 

* whereon the eummoned Garments coroe to alight ; end 
' ever, as he alowly cleaves the air, sounds forth his deep 
' fetefiil note, aa if through a trumpet he were pruclaim- 
'ing: "Ghosts of Life, come to Judgment!" Heck 

* not, ye fluttering Ghosts : he will purify you in his 

* FurgAtory, with fire and with water ; and, one day, 
' new-created ye shall reappear. Oh ! let him ia whom 
' the flame of Devotion is ready to go out, who has never 
' worshipped, and knows not what to worship, pace 

* and repace, with austereet thought, the pavement of 
' Monmouth Street, and aay whether hia heart and hia 
' eyes atill continue dry. If Field Lane, with its long 
' fluttering rowa of yellow handkerchieb, be a Dionysius' 
' Ear, where, in sdfied jarrii^ hnbbub, we hear the 
< Indictment which Poverty and Vice bring against lazy 
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' Wealth, dut it hu left-tbem time ctai.out wd trodden 
' under foot of Wut, DftrkueMS and the Devil,— :thea is 
* Moniiiouth Street a Mirz&'s Hill) irhere, in. motley 
' riuoO, the nbak Pdgeuit-af Esistenoe paaect awfully 
' before ui ; with its vail aad jubileei, mad lovea ftnd 
' mad hatzedo, cburch-bells sad gallom-ropea, faive* 
' tragedy, beaat>godhood,~-tbe Bedlam of Creation !' 

To Inoat men, aa it doee to ouraelvee, all this will seem 
averchei^ed. We too have walked through MoDnumtb 
Street ; but with little feeling of 'Devotion :' probably 
in part because the contemplative proceaa is ao fatally 
broken in upon by the brood of money-changers, who 
oeatk in that Church, and importune the worshipper 
with merely secular proposals. Whereas Teufelsdruckh 
might be in that happy middle-state, which leaves to 
the Clothes-broker' no hope either of sale or of purchase, 
^ and so be allowed to linger there without molestation. — 
Something we would have given to see the little philoso- 
phical Figure, with its steeple-hat and loose flowing akirls, 
and eyes in a fine frenzy, ' pacing and repacing in auBterest 
thoughV that fimlish Street; which to him was a true 
Delphic avenue, and supernatural Wbisperiag-gallery, 
where the ' Ghosts of Life' rounded strange secrets in 
his ear. O thou philosophic Teafebdruclch, that listeneet 
while others only gabble, and with thy quick tympanum 
heuest the grass grow '. 

At the same time, is it not strange that, in Paperbag 
DocumenU destined for an English Work, there eaists 
nothing like an authentic diary of this his sojourn in 
London ; and of his Meditations among the dothes-ahops 
only the obscurest emblematiG shadows ? Neither, in 
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convenation (for, indeed, he was not a man to peiter you 
with his Travels), have we heaid him more than allude 
to the subject '•* 

For the reat, howerer, it cannot be uninteresting that 
we here iiiid how early the significance of Clothes had 
tjawned on the now so distinguished Clotbes-Prafessor. 
Might we but liincy it to have been even in Monmouth • 
Street, at the bottom of our own English ' ink-sea,' ^at 
this reroaikable Volume first took being, and shot forth 
its aalient ptant in hii soul, — as in Cbaos did the E^ ttf 
Eros, one day to be hatched into a Universe! 



i„Goog[c 



OBOAMtC jFIMWiHTB- 



ORGANIC FtLAMKMTS. 



For ua, who happen to live while the World-Phcenix is 
bunting henelf, and bnrning lo «lawly that, at Teufels- 
drtickh calculates, it were a handiome bai^in would . 
she engage to hare done ' 'within two centnriea,' there 
seems to lie but an ashy proepect. Not altogether ao, 
however, does th« FrofesBor figure it, ' In the living 
' subject,' says he, ' change is wont to be gradual : thus, 
' while the serpent sheds its old skin, the new is already 

* fonned beneath. Little knowest thou of the burning 

* of a World-Phcenix, who fanciest that she must first 
' bum out, and lie as a dead cinereous heap ; and there- 

* from the young one start up by miracle, and fly heaven- 

* ward. Far otherwise ! In that Fire- whir! wind, 
' Creation and Destruction proceed together ; ever as the 
' ashes of the Old are blown about, do organic filaments 
' of the New mysteriously spin themselves : and amid 
' the rushing and the waving of the Whirlwind- Element, 

* come tones of a melodious Deathaong, which end not 

* but in tones of a more melodious Birthsong. Nay, 
■ look- into the Fire- whirl wind with thyown eyes, and 
' thou wilt see.' Let us actually look, then : to poor 
individuals, who cannot expect to live two centuries, 
those same organic filaments, mysteriously spinning 
themselves, will be the best part of the spectacle. First, 
therefore, this of Mankind in general ; 
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* Ib vain thou denieit it,' sayB Ae Profewor ; ' thou 
' art my Brother. Tby very Hatred, thy Twy Envy, 

* tboH fooliflh Lie* thou telleat of me ia thy eplonetic 
' humour : what ie all this but aa inverted Sympathy ? 

* Were I a Steam-^ngtiie, woaldet thou take the trouble 
' to tell Lies of me i* Not thou !. I should grind all 
' unheeded, whether badly or well. 

* WondioDa truly are the bonds that unite ue one and 

* all ; whether by the soft binding of Love, or the iron 
' chaining of Neeeseity, aa we like to choose it. More 
' than once, have I said to myself, of aome perh^M 
' whimaically etrutting Figure, such as provokes wbim- 
' ucal thoughts : " Wert thou, my littl; Brotherkta, eud- 
' denly covered up within the largest imaginable Glasa- 

' bell, — what a thing it were, not for thyself only, but . 
' for the world ! Poat Lettera, more or fewer, from all 
' the four winds, impinge againat tby Glass walls, but 
' must drop unread : neither from within comea there 

* question or response into any Postbag ; thy Thoughts 
' fall into no friendly ear or heart, thy MEuiutactune into 

* no purchaeing hand ; thou art no longer a circulating 

* venouB'orterial Heart, that, taking and giving, circu- 
' latest through all Space and all Time : there has a 
' Hole fallen out in the immeasurable, universal World- 
' tissue, which must be darned up again !*' 

' Such venous-arterial circulation, of Letters, verbal 

* Hessaget, paper and other Packages, going out from 
' him and coming in, are a blood-circulation, visible to 

* the eye : but the finer nervous circulation, by which all 

* thinga, the minutest that be does, minutely influence 

* all men, and the very look of his face blesses or curses 

* whomso it lights on, and so generates ever new blessing 
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' or new cwung : dl tkis you cannot tee, bnt only ima- 
' gine. I iay,thereiBiiotared Indian, hunting by Lake 
' WiuDJpie, can quarrel with hia iquaw, but the whole 

* world most Bmart far it : trill not the price of beaver 
' liaei* It is a mathematical fact that the casting of this 
' pebUe frota my Land altere the centre of gravity of 
' the Universe. 

' If now an existing generaticHi of men stand so 
' woven together, not less indissolubly does generation 
'with generation. Hatt thou ever meditated on that 
' word, TraditioR : how we inherit not Life only, but all 
' the garniture and form of Life ; and work, and «pealc, 
' and even think and feel, as our Fathers, and primeval 
' grand&thers, from the beginning, have given it us ? — 
' Who printed thee, for example, this unpretending 

* Volnme on the Philosophy of Clothes? Not the Herren 
' Stillschweigen and Company : but Cadmiis of Thebes, 
' Faust of Mentz, and innumerable others whom thou 

* knowest not. Had there been no Miesi^othic Ulfila, 
' there had been no English Shakespeare, or a different 
'one. Simpleton! it was Tubalcain that made thy 
' very Tailor's needle, and sewed that court suit of 
' thine. 

* Yes, truly, if Nature is one, and a living indivisible 
' whole, much more is Mankind, Hie Image that reflects 

* and creates Nature, without which Nature were not. 
' As palpable life-streams in that wondrous Individual 
' Mankind, among bo many life-streams that are not 
' palpable, flow on thosb main-currents of what we call 
' Opinion ; as preserved in Institutions, Polities, Churches, 
' above all in Books. Beautiful it is to understand and 
' know that a Thought did never yet die; that as thou. 
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the origtDatDr thereof, hut gsthet«d it and created it 
from the whole Past, bo thou wilt tranBmit it to the 
whole Future. It is thus that the heroic Heart, the 
seeing Eye of the first timei, still feels and sees in ub 
of the latest ; that the Wise Man stands ever encom- 
passed, and spiTitually embraced, by a cloud of wit- 
nesses and brothers ; and there is a living, literal Com- 
munion of Sainis, wide as the World itself, and as the 
History of the World. 

' Noteworthy also, and serviceable for the progress 
of this same Individual, wilt thou find his subdivision 
into Oeoerations. Generations are as the Days of 
toilsome Mankind ; Death and Birth are the vesper and 
the matin bells, that summon Mankind to sleep, and 
to rise refreshed for new advancement. What the 
Father has made the Son can make and enjoy ; hut has 
also work of his own appointed him. Thus all things 
wax, and roll onwards ; Arts, Estahliahmenta, Opinions, 
nothing is completed, but ever completing. Newion 
has learned to see what Kepler saw ; hut there is also 
a fresh heaven-derived force in Newton; he must 
mount to sdll higher points of vision. So too the 
Hebrew Lawgiver is, in due time, followed by an 
Apostle of the Gentiles. In the business of Destruction, 
Bs this also is from time to time a necessary work, thou 
findest a like sequence and perseverance : for Luther it 
was as yet hot enough to stand by that burning of the 
Pope's Bull ; Voltaire could not warm himself at the 
glimmering ashes, but required quite other fuel. Thus 
likewise, I note, the English Whig has, in the second 
generation, become an Engliah Radical ; who, in the 
third again, it ia to be hoped, will become an English 
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' Rebuilder. Find Mankind where thou wilt, thou fisdeat 
' it in living movement, in ptogress faster or slower : the 

* Phoenix bostb aloft, hovers with ontstretcbed win^ 
' RHiDg Earth with her music ; or, as now, she sinks, 

* and with Bpheral swan-song immolates herself in flame, 

* that she may soar the higher and sing the clearer.' 

Let the friends of social order, in such a disastrous 
period, lay this to heart, and derive from it any little 
comfort they can. We subjoin another passage, con- 
cerning Titles : 

* Remark, not without surprise,* says TeufelsdrSckh, 
' how ail high Titles of Honour come hitherto from 
' Fighting. Your Herzog (Duke, Duar) is Leader of 
' Armies ; your Earl {Jarl) is Strong Man ; your 
' Marshall cavalry Horae-shoer. A Millennium, or reign 
' of Peace and Wisdom, having from of old been pro- 
' phesied, and becoming now daily more and more indu- 

* bitable, may it not be apprehended that such Fighting- 

* titles will cease to be palatable, and new and higher 
' need to be devised ? 

* The only Title wherein \, with confidence, trace 
' eternity, is that of King. Konig (King), anciently 

* K&nning means Ken-ning (Cunning), or which is the 
*8ame thing, Can-ning. Ever must the Sovereign of 
' Mankind be fitly entitled King.* 

' Well, also,' says he elsewhere, ' was it written by 

* Theologians : a King rules by divine right. He carries 

* in him an authority from God, or man will never give 

* it him. Can I choose my own King? I can choose 
' my own King Popinjay, and play what farce or tra- 

* gedy I may with him : but he who is to be my Kuler, 
' whose will is to be higher than my will, was chosen fur 
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' UK in HoTcii. Neither except in rach Obedience to 
* tlK HeftTCD-cboKii is Freedom u much n csd- 
' ceJTttblc' 

The Editor will luxe ^mit thst, among all die 
woadroui proTinces of Tenfelidr&ckfa'B spiiittul vorid, 
there is none he wsUu in with snch asConiahment, heu- 
tation, snd even pain, u in the Political. How, with 
oar Elfish love of Hinistiy and OppoaitioD. and that 
geneimu conflict of Parties, mind warming itaelf against 
mind m their mutual wrestle for the Public Good, by 
which wrestle, indeed, is our iavaluKUe CtmstiU^on 
kept warm and alive ; how shall we domesticate ounelves 
in this spectral Necropolis, or rather City both of the 
Dead and of tbe Unborn, whov the Present seems little 
other than an inconsiderable Film dividing the Past and 
the Future? In those dim longdrawn ezpansCB, all is so 
immesturable ; much so disastrous, ghastly ; your very 
radiances, and atraggling Ught-beams, have a superna- 
tural character. And then with such an indifierence, 
such a prophetic peacefiihiess (accountii^ the inevitably- 
coming as already here, to him all one whetbo* it be dis- 
tant by centuries or only by days), does he sit;— and 
live, you would say, rather in any other age than in his 
own I It is our painfnl duty to announce, or repeat, 
that, looking into this man, we discern a deep, silent, 
■low-burning, ineztinguiBhsble Radicalism, such as fills 
us with shuddering admiiatiiB). 

Ihus, for example, he appears to make little even of 
the Elective Franchise ; at leaet so we inter]»et the fol- 
lowing : ' Satigiy yourselves,' he eaye, ' by universal, 
' indubitable experiment, even as ye are now doing oi 
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' will do, wbetiier Frhdoii, hemvenbom and leading 
' hcBTenward, and so rittlly esBcntial for i» all, cannot 
' peradrentuie be mecbanically hatched and bronght to 

* light in {hat same Ballot-Box of youTB ; or at wont, in 

* mme other discoverable or devisable Box, Edifice, or 
' Steam-mechanism. It were a mighty convenience; 
' and beyond all feats of manafacture witnesaed hitherto.* 
!■ TeufelsdrOckh acquainted with the BritiBh Constitu- 
tion, even slightly? — He layi, under another figure: 

* But after all, were the problem, as indeed it now every- 
' where is. To rebuild your old House from the top 

* downwards (since you must live in it the while}, what 
' better, what other, thftn the Representative Machine 
' will serve your turn ? Meanwhile, however, mock me 
' not with the name of Free, " when you have but knit 

* up my chaias into ornamental festoons." ' — Or what 
will any member of the Peace Society make of such an 
asaertiou at this : ' The lower people everywhere deure 
'War. Not so unwisely ; there is then a demand for 
' lower people — to be shot 1' 

Gladly, therefore, do we emerge from those soul-con- 
tusing labyrinths of speculative Radicalism, into some- 
what dearer regions. Here, looking round, as was our 
heat, for ' arganic filaments,' we ask, may not this, 
touching ' Hero-worship,' be of the' number f It seems 
of a cheerful character ; yet so quaint, so mystical, one 
knows not what, or how little, may lie under it. Our 
readers shall look with their own eyes : 

' True is it that, in these days, man can do almost all 
'things, coily not obey. True likewise that whoso can- 
' not obey cannot be free, still less bear rule ; he that is 
' the infbior of nothing, can be the superior of nothing. 
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*■ the equal of nodimg. Nererthelen, believe not that 
' man baa loot hia faculty of Reverence ; tliat if it slumber 

* in him, it baa gone dead, Painfitl for man ie that aame 

* Tebelliou* Independence, when it haa become inevitable ; 
' only in loving companionship vrfth hia fellows doea he 
' feel <afe ; only in reverently bowing down before the 

* Higher does he feel himself exalted. 

■ ' Or what if the character of our so troublous Era ky 

■ even in this : that man had for ever cast away Fear, 

* which ia the lower : but not yet risen into perennial 

* Reverence, which ie the higher and highest ? 

* Meanwhile, observe with joy, »o cunningly haa 

* Nature ordered it, that whatsoever man ought to obey 
' he cannot but obey. Before no faintest revelation of 
' the Godlike did he ever stand irreverent ; least of ftll, 
' when tbe Godlike shewed itself revealed in hia fellow- 
' man. Thus ia there a true religious Loyalty for ever 

* rooted in his heart ; nay, in all ages, even In ours, it 
' mamfests itaelf as a more or less orthodox Hero-v)or~ 
' ifiip. In which fact, that Hero-worship exists, has ex- 
' isted, and will for ever exist, universally among Man- 
' kind, mayest thou dwcem the comer-atone of livii^- 
' rock, whereon all Polities for the remotest time may 
' stand secure.' 

Do our readers discern any such cornep-stone, or even 
eo much BS what Tenfelsdr&ckh is looking at ? He ex- 
claims, ' Or hast thou forgotten Paris and Voltaire ? 

* How the Bged, withered man, though hut a Sceptic, 
' Mocker, and millinery Court-poet, yet becanse even he 
' seemed the Wisest, Best, could drag mankind at hie 

* chariot-wheels, so that princes coveted a smile from 
-* him, and the lovriiest of France would have laid their 
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' hair beneadi his feet ! All Paria was one vtst Temple 
' of Hero-WoTBhip; though their Divinity, moreover, 
' was of feature too apish. 

' But if such things,' continues he. ' were done in the 
' dry tree, w^iat vill be done in the green? If, in the 
'.most parched season of Man's History, in the most 
' parched spot of Europe, when Pansian life was at hest 
' but. B scientific Hortus Siccus, bedizened with some 
' Italian Gumflowere, such virtue could come out of it ; 
' what is it to be loobed for when Life again waves lealy 
' and bloomy, and your Hero- Divinity shall have nothing 

* apelike, but be wholly human ? Know that there is in 
' man a quite indestructible Aeverence for whatsoever 
' holds of Heaven, or even pkusibly counterfeits such 
' holding. Shew the dullest clodpole, shew the hai^h- 
' tiest featherhead, that a soul Higher than himself is 
' actually here ; were his knees stiffened into brass, he 

* must down and worship.' 

Organic fUamente. of a more authentic sort, mysteri- 
ously spinning themselves, some will perhaps discover 
in the following passage : 

' There is no Church, sayest thou ? The voice of 

* Prophecy has gone dumb? This is even what I dis- 
' pule : but, in any case, hast thou not still Preaching 

* enough? A Preaching Friar settles himself in every 
' village i and builds a pulpit, which be calls News- 
' paper. Therefrom he preaches what most momentous 
' dootrine is in him, for man's salvation ; and dost not 

* thou listen, and believe ? Look well, thou seest every 
' where a new Clergy of the Mendicant Orders, some 
' bare-footed, some almost bare-backed, fashion itself 
' into shape, and teach and preach, zealously enough, for 
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copper alm» and the love of God. These break in 
pipcesAe ancient idole; and, though themeelves too 
often reprobate, as idol-brealcerB are wont to be, mark 
out the Bit«B of new Churches, where the tnie God- 
(vdaioed, that are to follow, may find andience, and 
miniater. Said I not, Before the old akin waa shed, 
the new had formed itself beneath it ?' 

Perhaps, also, in the following; wherewith we now 
hasten to knit up this ravelled sleeve : 

' But there is no Religion?' reiterates the Professor. 

* Fool ! I tell thee, there ia. Hast thou well considered 

* all that lies in thia immeasurable froth-ocean we name 

* LiTSRATDRE? Fr^mentB ofa genuine Cburch-f/omi- 
' leiie lie scattered there, which Time will assort : nay,' 
' fractious even of a Idtwgy could I point out. Aud 
' knoweat thou no Prophet, even in the vesture, environ- 
' ment, and dialect of this age ? None to whom the 
' Godlike had revealed itself, through all meaneat and 

* highest forms of the Common; and bj him been again 

* prophetically revealed : in whose inspired melody, even 
' in these rag-gathering and rag-burning days, Man's 
' Life again begins, were it but afar off, to be divine ? 

* Knowest thou none such ? I know him, and name 
' him — Goethe. 

' But thou ae yet Btandest in no Temple ; joineat in 

* no Paalm-worahip ; feeleetwell that, where there ia no 

* ministering Prieat, the people perish ? Be of comfort ! 

* Thou art not alone, if thou have Faith. Spake we not 
' of a Communion of Saints, unaeen, yet not unre^ ac- 
' companying and brother-like embracing thee, so thou 

* be worthy ? Their heroic Sufferings rise up melo- 

* diously blether to Heaven, out of all lands, and out of 
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' aU timeBt u a aacred Miserere i their heroic Acttone 
' alto, aa a bouodlesa, everlasting Psalm of Triumph. 

* Neither aay that thou hoGt now no Syrobol of the Ood- 

* like. Is not God's Univeive a Symbol of the Godlike ; 
' is not Immensity a Temple ; is not Man'a History, aad 

* Men's History, a perpetual Evangel 7 Listen, and for 
' organ-music thon wilt ever, as of old, hear the Morning 
' Stars sing together.' 
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CHAPTER Vni. 

MATUftAL BUPBRNATOBALint. 

It is in bii stupeodoua Section, haaded Natural Supers 
tuUuraiiim, that the FiofeasoT fint becomcB a Seetj 
and, after long effort, such as we have witueiaed, fiuallj 
Bubdues under his feet this refractory Clothea-Philosophy, 
and takes victorious pOHsessioa thereof. Fhantasnu 
enough be has had to struggle with ; ' Cloth-webs and 
Cobwebs,' of Imperial Mantles, Superannuated Sym- 
bols, and what not : yet slill did he courageously pierce 
through. Nay, worst of all, two quite niyslerious, woild- 
emlnacing FhantasioB, Tiue and Spack, have e*^ 
hovered rouiid him, perplexing and bewildering : but 
with these also he now resolutely grapples, these also he 
victorioualy rends asunder. In a word, he has looked 
fixedly on Existence, till, one after the other, its earthly 
hulls and garoitures have all melted away ; and now, to 
his rapt vision, the interior celestial Holy of Holies lies 
disdosed. 

Here therefore properly it is that the Philosophy of 
Clothes attains to Tranacendentalism ; this last leap, can 
we but clear it, takes us safe into the promised land, 
where Paivngenesia, in all senses, may be considered a* 
beginning. ' Courage, then !' may our Diogenes ex- 
claim, with better right than Diogenes the First once 
did. This atupendoas Section we, afcer long painful 
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meditAtion, have found aot to be nnintell^^ble ; but on 
the contrary to grow clear, nay radiant, and all-Ulmni- 
nating. Let the reader, turning on it what utmost force 
of apecnlative intellect is in him, do hia part ; as we, by 
judidoui aelecdon and adjustment, shall Btudy to do 
ours: 

* Deep hat been, and ie, the Bigaifinnce of Miracles,' 
-thus quietly begins the Professor ; ' iar deeper perhaps 

* than we imagine. Meanwhile, the question of quea- 
' tiona were : What specially is a Miracle F To that 

* Dutch King of Siam, an icicle had been a miracle ; 

* whoso had carried with him an ur-pump, and phial of 
' vitriolic ether, might have worked a miracle. To my 

* Horse again, who unhappily is still more unacientifiCi 

* do not I work a miracle, and magical " Open sesame /" 
'' every time I please to pay twopence, and open for him 
' an impassable Schlagbaum, or shut Turnpike? 

* " But is not a real Miracle simply a violation of the 
' Laws of Nature?" ask several. Whom I answer by 
' this new question : What are the Laws of Nature ? 

* To me perhaps the rising of one from the dead were no 

* violation of these Laws, but a confirmation ; were some 

* far deeper Law, now first penetrated into, and by Spi- 
' ritual Force, even as the rest have all been, brought to 
' bear on us with its Material Force. 

* Here too may some inquire, not without astonish- 
' ment : Ou what ground shall one, that can make Iron 

* swim, come and declare that therefore he can teach 
' Religion ? To us, truly, of the Nineteenth Century, 
' such declaration were inept enough ; which neverthe- 
' less to our fethers, of the First Century, was fiill of 
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* " But u it Dot the deepest Law of l^Ktnre that Ae 
<be conBtant!" criet an illumina.ted claw : " Ib not the 
' M'acliiae of the Universe fixed to move by unalUi- 
' able rales ?" Probable enough, good friends : nay, 
' I too must believe that the God, whom ancient, in- 
' spired men aasert to be " without variablenOs or shadow 
'of turning," does indeed never change; that Nature, 
' thU the Universe, which no one whom it so pleases 
' can be prevented from calling a Machine, doei move 

* by the most unalterable rules. And now of you too I 

* make the old inquiry : What those same unalterable 
' rules, forming the complete Statute-Book of Nature, 
' may possibly be ? 

' They stand written in our Works of Science, say 
' you; in the accumulated records of man's Experience? 
' — Was man with his Esyerience present at the Creation, 
' then, to see how it all went on ? Have any deepest 
' scientific individuals yet dived down to the foundations 
< of the Universe, and gauged every thing there ? Did 
' the Maker take them into His counsel ; that they read 
' His ground-plan of the incomprehensible All; and can 

* say. This stands marked therein, and no more than 
' this ? Alas, not in anywise 1 These scientific indivi- 
' duals have been nowhere but where we also are ; have 
' seen some handbreadthg deeper than we see into the 
' Deep that is infinite, without bottom aa without shore. 

' Laplace's Book on the Stars, wherein he exhibit* 
' that certain Planets, with their SateUites, gyrate round 
' our worthy Sun, at a rate and in a course, which, by 
' greatest good fortune, he and the like of him have suc- 
' ceeded in detecting, — is to me as precious as to 
' another. But is this what duni namest " Mechanism 
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' of the Heavens," wd " System of the Wiwld ;" this, 
' wherein Sinus uid the Pleiades, and all Herachel's 
' Fifteeo tboussnd Suns pet minate, being lef^ out, aome 
' paltry handfiil of Moons, and inert Balls, had heen — > 

* looked at, nicknamed, and marked in the Zodiacal 
' Waybill ; so that we can now prate of their Where- 
' about; their How, theii Why, their What, being hid 

* from UB as in the signless Inane ? 

* System of Nature ! To the wisest man, wide as is 
' his vision^ Nature remuns of quite infinite depth, of 

* quite infinite expansion ; and all Experience thereof 

* limits itself to some few computed centuries, and mea- 
' sured squaie-miles. The course of Nature's phases, 
' on this OUT little fraction of a Planet, is partially known 
' to us : but who knows what deeper 'courses these de- 
' pend on ; what infinitely larger Cycle (of causes) our 
' little Epicycle revoWes on ? To the Minnow every 
'cranny and pebble, and quality and accident, of its 
' little native Creek may have become familiar : but does 
' the Minnow understand the Ocean Tides and periodic 
' Currents, the Trade-winds, and Monsoona, and Moon's 
■ Edipses ; by all which the condition of its little Creek 
' is regulated, and may, from time to time (untnira- 

* culoualy enough), be quite overset and reversed? Such 
' a minnow is man ; his Creek this Planet Earth ; his 
' Ocean the immeasurable All ; hia Monsoona and pe- 
' riodic purreuts the mysterious Course of Providence 
' through Mona of Mone. 

' We speak of the Volume of Nature : and truly a 

' Volume it is, — whose Author and Writer is God. To 

' read it ! Dost thou, does man, so much as well know 

m2 
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the Alphabet thereof? With its Words, Sentences, 
and grand descriptive Pages, poetical and philosophical, 
spread out throi^h Solar Systems, and Thousands of 
Yean, we shall not try thee. It is a Volume written 
in celestial hieroglyphs, in the true Sacred-writing; of 
which even Prophets are happy that they can read 
here a line and there a line. As for your Institutes, 
and Academies of Science, they strive hravely ; and, 
frocn amid the thick-crowded, inextricably intertwisted 
hieroglyphic writing, pick out, by dexterous combina- 
tion, some I^ettera in the vulgar Character, and there- 
from put together this and the other economic Recipe, 
of high avail in Practice. That Nature Is more than 
some boundless Volume of such Recipes, or huge, 
well-nigh inexhaustible Domestic-Cookery Book, of 
which the whole secret will, in this wise, one day, 
evolve itself, the fewest dieam. 

' Custom,* continues the Professor, ' doth make dotards 
of ns all. Consider well, thou wilt 6nd that Custom 
is the greatest of Weavers ; and weaves air-raiment 
for all the Spirits of the Universe ; whereby indeed 
these dwell with us visibly, as ministeriog servants, 
in our houses and workshops ; but their spiritual nature 
becomes, to the most, for ever hidden. Philosophy 
complains that Custom has hoodwinked us, from die 
first; that we do every thing by Custom, even Believe 
by it ; that our very Axioms, let us boast of Free- 
thinking as we may, are ofrenest simply such Beh'efs 
as we have never heard questioned. Nay, what is 
Philosophy throughout but a continual battle against 
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' Custom ; an ever-renewed effort to transcend the 
' ephere of blind Custom, and bo become Transcen- 
' dental ? 

' Innumerable are the illusions and legerdemain tricks 
' of Custom : but of all these perhaps the cleverest is 
' her kn^ck of persuading ui that the Miraculous, by 

* simple repetition, cesaes to be Miraculous. True, it 
' is by this means we live ; for maa must work aa well 
' as wonder : and herein ie Custom so Iot a kind nurse, 
' guiding him to his true benefit. But she is a fond 

* foolish nurse, or rather we are false foolish nurselings, 
' when, in our resting and reflecting hours, we prolong 

* the same deception. Am I to view the Stupendoua 
' with etupid indifference, because I have seen it twice, 
' or two hundred, or two million times ? There is no 
' reason in Nature or in Art why T should : unless, in- 
' deed, I am a mere Work-Machine, for whom the divine 

* gift of Thought were no other than the terrestrial gift 
' of Steam is to the Steam-engine ; a power whereby 

* Cotton might be spun, and money and money's worth 

* realised. 

' Notable enough too, here as elsewhere, wilt thou 
' find the potency of Names ; which indeed are but one 

* kind of such Custom-woven, wonder-biding garments. 
' Witchcraft, end all manuCT of Spectre-work, and De- 
' monolt^, we have now named Madness, and Diseases 
■ of the Nerves. Seldom reflecting that atill the new 
' question comes upon us : What is Madness, what are 
' Nerves ? Ever, as before, does Madness remain a 

* mysterious- terrific, altogether infernal boiling iip of 

* the Nether Chaotic Deep, through this fair-painted 
' Vision of Creation, which swims thereon, which we 
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* name -the Real. Wbb Luther's Picture of the Devil 

* lew a Reality, whether it were formed within the 

* hodily eye, or without it ? In every the wiBeat Soul, 

* lies B whole world of internal MadneBB, an authentic 
' Demon-Empire ; out of which, indeed, hia world of 

* Wiadom haa been creatively built together, and now 

* leste there, aa on its dark foundations does a habitable 
' flowery £arth-rind. 

' But deepest of all illusory Appearances, for hiding 
' '• Wonder, as for many other ends, are your two grand 

* fundamental world- enveloping Appearances, Space and 
' Time. These, as spun and woven for us from before 
' Birth itself, to clothe our celestial Mb for dwelling 
' here, and yet to blind it, — ^lie all-embtacing, as the 

* universal canvass, or warp and woof, whereby all minor 
' niusTons, in this Phantasm Eiistence, weave and paint 
' themselves. In vain, while here on Earth, shall you 
' endeavour to atrip them off; you can, at best, hut rend 
' them asunder for moments, and look through. 

' Fortunatus had a wishing Hat, which when he put 
' on, and wished himself Anywhere, behold he was 
' There. By this means had Fortunatus triumphed 
' over Space, he had annihilated Space ; for him there 
' was no Where, but all was Here. Were a Hatter to 
' establish himself, in the Wahngasse of Weissnichtwo, 
' and make felts of this sort for all mankind, what a 
' world we should have of it ! Still stnmger, shoujd, 
' on the opposite side of the street, another Hatter eata- 
' blish himself ; and, as his fellow-craftsman made 
' Space-annihilating Hats, make Time-annihilating ! Of 
' both would I purchase, were it with my last groschea j 
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' but cbieflj of this latter. To clap tm your felt, and, 

* umply by wishii^ that you were Auyv>here, atraight- 
' way to be There f Next to clap on your other felt, 

* and, Bimply by wishing that you were Anjwken, 
' straightway to be TTien ! This were indeed the 
' grander : ehooting at wUI from the Fire-Creation of 
' the World to its FiTe-Consummatian ; here hiBtorically 
' present in the First Century, cooveraing face to ftce 

* with Paul and Seneca ; there prophetically in the 
' Thirty-first, conrersing also face to face with other 

* Pauls and Seaecas, who as yet stand hidden in the 
' depth of that late Time ! 

' Or thinkest thou, it were impossible, unimaginable ? 

* Is the Past annihilated, then, or only past ; is the 

* Future non-extant, or only future ? Those mystic 
' ftcuICies of thine, Memory and Hope, already answer; 

* already through those mystic avenues, thou the Earth- 
' blinded summonest both Past and Future, and com- 
' munest with them, though as yet darkly, and with 
' mute heckoniDgs, The curtains of Yesterday drop 
' down, the curtains of To-morrow roll up ; but Yester- 
' day and To-morrow both are. Pierce through the 
' Time-Element, glance Into the Eternal. Believe what 
' thou findest written in the sanctusries of Man's Soul, 

* even as sll Thinkers, in all ages, have devoutly read it 
' there : that Time and Space are not G04I, but creations 

* of God ; that with God as it is a universal Here, so is 
' it an Everlasting Now. 

* And seest thou therein any glimpseof Ihuortalitt? 
' — O Heaven! la the white Tomb of our Loved One, 
' who died from our arms, and must be left behind us 
' there, which rises in the distance, like a pale, moum- 
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* fuOj reeidiiiK Mileatone, to tell bow mttn; toilMnte 

* uncheered miles we have journeyed on alooe, — bnt a 
' pale spectral Illuaion ! le the lost Friend Btill mye- 
' teriously Here, eren as we are Here myBteriouily, with 
' Ood 1 — Know of a truth that only the Time-Khadowa 
' have perithed, or are perishable ; that the real Beii^; 
' of whatever was, and whatever is, and whatever will 
' be, it even now and for ever. This, should it un- 
' happily seem new, thon mapt ponder, at thy leisure ; 
' for the next twenty years, or the next twenty ceaturies : 
' believe it thou must ; understand it thou canst not. 

* That the Though^form8, Space and Time, wherein, 
' once for all, we are sent into this Earth to live, should 
' condition and determine ourwhole Practical reasonings, 
' conceptions, and imagiags or imaginings, — seems alto- 

* gether fit, just, and unavoidable. But that they 
' should, fartheimore, usurp such sway over pure spi- 
' ritual Meditation, and blind us to the wonder every- 
' where lying close on us, , seems nowise so. Admit 
' Space andTime to their due rank aaFormaofThought; 

* nay, even, if thou wilt, to their quite undue rank of 

* Realities : and consider, then, with thyself how their 
' thin disguises hide from us the brightest God-efful- 
' geuces '. Thus, were it not miraculous, could I stretch 
' fiwth my hand, and clutclf the Sun ? Yet thou seest 
' me daily stretch forth my hand, and therewith clutch 
' many a thing, and swing it hither and thither. Art 
' thou a grown Baby, then, to fancy that the Miracle 
'"He* in miles of distance, or in pounds avoirdupois of 
' weight ; and not to see that the true inexplicable God- 
' revealing Miracle lies in this, that I can stretch forth 
' my hand'&t all ; that I have &ee Force to clutch aught 
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' decepdoDB, and wonder-biding BtupebctionB, which 
' Space practisei on ua. 

' Still worse ia it with regard to Time. Ygur grand 

* anti-magidan, and univereal wonder-hidcr, ii thia aame 
' lying Time. Had we but the Time^nnihilating Hat. 
' to put on for once only, we ahould see ounelvea in a 
' Wwld of Miraclea, wherein all bbled or authentic 

* Thaumatnrgy, and festa of Magic, were outdone. But 
' unhappily we have not auch a Hat ; and man, poor fool 
' that he is, can seldom and scantily help hiuuelf with- 
' out one. 

' Were it not wonderiiil, for inatance, had Orpheua, 
' or Amphion, built the walls of Thebes by the mere 
' sound of his Lyre 7 Yet tell me. Who built these walla 
' of Weiaanichtwo ; summoning out all the sandstone 
' rocks, to dance along horn the Steinbruch (now a lioge 
' Trc^lodyte Chasm, with frightful green-mantled pools) : 
' and shape themselves into Doric and Ionic pillare, 
' squared ashlar houses, end noble streets? Was it not 
' the Btill higher Orpheus, or Orpbeuaea, who, in paat 
' centuries, by the divine Music of Wisdom, succeeded 
' in civilising Man ? Our highest Orpheus walked in 
' Judea, eighteen hundred years ago : his sphere-melody, 

* flowing in wild native tones, took captive the raviahed 

* Boula of men ; end, being of a truth spbere-melody, 
' atill flows and eounde, though now with thousandfold 
' Accompaniments, and rich symphonies, through all 
'out hearts; and modulates, and divinely leads them. 
' Is that a wonder, which happena in two hours ; and 
' does it cease to be wonderful if happening in two 
' million ? Not only was Thebes built by the Hnaic of 

s 3 
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' an Orphena ; but without the music of Bome iuBpired 
' Orpheus was no city ever built, no work that man 
' glories in ever done. 

' Sweep away the lllutiioii of Time ; glance, if thou 
' hare eyes, from the near tnoving' cause to its far dis- 
' taut Mover : TUte stroke that came transmitted through 
' a whole galaxy of elastic balls, was it less a stroke than 
'if the last ball only bad been struck, and sent flying? 
' Oh, could I (with the Time -annihilating Hat) transport 
' thee direct from the Beginnings to the Endings, how 
. ' were thy eyesight unsealed, and thy heart set flamiug 
' in the Light-sea of celestial wonder ! Then sawest 
' thou that this fair Universe, were it in the meanest 
' province thereof, is in very deed the slar-domed City of 
' God ; that through every star, through every gnas- 
' blade, and most through every Living Soul, the glory 
' of a present Ood still beams. But Nature, which is 

* the Time-vesture of God, and reveals Him to the wise, 
' hides Him from the foolish. 

' Again, could any thing be more miraculous than an 
' actual authentic Ghost? The English Johnson longed, 
' all his life, to see one ; but could not, though he went 
' to Cock Lane, and thence to the church-vaults, and 
' tapped on coffins. Foolish Doctor ! Did he never, 

* with the mind's eye as well as with the body's, look 
' round him into that fiill tide of human Life he so 
' loved ; did he never so much as look into Himself? The 
' good Doctor was a Ghost, as actual and authentic as 
' heart could ^sb; well nigh a million of Ghosts were 
' travelling the streets by his side. Once more I say, 
' sweep away the illusion of Time ; compress the three- 
' score years into three minutes : what else was he, what 
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die are we?' Are we not Spiriti, shaped into a body, 
into an Appearance ; and that fade away again into 
air, and Invisibility? This is bo metaphor, it i( a 
Bimple Bcientific fact: we start out of Nothlngne«, 
take figure, and are Apparitioua ; round ns, as round 
the veriest spectre, is Eternity ; and to Eternity minutes 
are as years and eeons. Come there not tones of Love 
and Faith, as from celestial harp strings, like the Soi^ 
of beatified Soola 7 And again, do we not squeak and 
gibber (in our discordant, screech- owlish debatings 
and recrimi ratings) ; and glide bodeful, and feeble, 
and fearful ; or uproar {poUem), and revel in our mad 
Dance of the Dead, — till the scent of the momii^-uT 
summona us to our still Home; and dreamy Nif^t be- 
comes awake and Day ? Where now is Alexander of 
Macedon: does the steel Host, that yelled in fierce 
battle-shouta at Isbus and Arbela, remain behind him; 
or have they all vanished utterly, even aa perturbed 
Goblins must? Napoleon too, and his Moscow Re- 
treats and Aueterlitz Campaigns ! Was it all other than 
the veriest Spectre-Hunt ; which haa now, with its howl- 
ing tumult that made Night hideous, flitted away? — 
Ghosts ! There are nigh a thousand milhon walking 
the earth openly at noontide; some half-hundred have 
vanished from it, some half-hundred have arisen in it, 
ere thy watoh ticks once. 

' Heaven, it is .mysterious, it is awiiil to consider . 
that we not only carry each a future Ghost within him ; 
but are, in very deed. Ghosts 1 These Limbs, whence 
had we them ; this stormy Force ; this life-blood with 
its burning Passion ? They ere duat and ahadow ; a 
Shadow-syatem gathered round our Mb; wherein, 
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* Arongb aone nmatatt or yem, die Diriiu Enence 
' ia to be revoled in tke Fledi. Ilict wmnior .od his 
' atron; war-hone, fiie flsahea tfarongh hia eyes; force 

* dwdli in hti ana aod heart ; hot vanioi and war-hoiae 
' are a viaion ; a levealed Force, nothing more. Stately 
' they tread the Earth, aa if it were a firm subatance : 
' fool ! the Earth ia but a film ; it cracka ia twain, and 
' warrioT and war-horae eink beyond plummet's sounding. 
' Plummet's 1 Faataay herself will not follow them. A 

* little while ago they were not; a little while and they 
' are not, their very ashea are not. 

' So baa it been from the beginning, to will it be to 
' the end. Generatioa after generation talcee to itself 
' the Form of a Body ; and fortb-isauiug from Cimme- 
' rian Night, on Heaven's mission appears. What 

* Force and Fire ia in each he expends : one grinding in 
' the mill of Industry ; one hunter-like climbing the 
' giddy Alpine heights of Science ; one madly dashed in 
' pieces on die roclcs of Strife, in war with his fellow : — 
' and then the Hearen-sent is recalled ; his earthly Vea- 
' ture falls away, and soon even to Sense becomes a 
' vanished Shadow. Thus, like some wild-flaming, wild- 
' thundering train of Heaven's Artillery, does this mys- 
' terious Mamkimo thunder and flame, in long-drawn, 
' quick-Bucceeding grandeur, through the unknown Deep. 

* ThuB, like a God-created, fire-breathing Spirit-hoat, we 
' emerge from the Inane ; haste stormiiilly across the 
' astonished Esith ; then plunge again into the Inane. 

* Earth's mountuns are levelled, and her seaa filled up* 
' in OUT pass^e : can the Earth, which is but dead and 

* a vision, resist Spirits which have reality and are 
' alive? On the hardest adamant some foot-print of BS 
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' ii ■tamped in ; the laat Rwr of tbe hott will read 
' tracee of the eaiiieit Van. But whence ? — O Heaven, 
' whither? Sente knows aotj Fiilii knowi not; only 
' d>at it is through If yatery tt Mystery, from Ood and 
<to6od. 

" We an moH mIi^ 
' As DrMmi ate m>4e oT, and our Utile Lite 
■ Is rouaded with a sleep '." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

CIRCUUSPBCTITB. 

Here then arises the, bo momentoua queation: Have 
many BriiJBh Re&den actually arrived with us at the 
new promued counby ; is the Philosophy of Clothea now 
at last openiog around them? Long and adventurous 
has the journey been ; from thoae outmost vulgar, palpa- 
ble Woollen-Hulls of Man ; through his wondrous Flesh- 
Garments, and Ms wondrous Social Garnitures : inwards 
to the Garments of his very Snul's Soul, to Time and 
Space themselves ! And now does the Spiritual, eternal 
Essence of Man, and of Mankind, bared of such wrap- 
pages, begin in any measure to reveal itself? Can many 
readers discern, as through a glass darkly, in huge 
wavering outlines, some primeval rudiments of Man's 
Being, what is changeable divided &om what is un- 
changeable? Does that Earth-Spirit's speech in 
■ Faust : 

' Til Ibiu st the roariag Loom of Time I ply, 

' And weave for Qod the Qarment thou aee'it bim bf ;' 

or that Other thousand-times-repeated speech of the 
Magician, Shakespeare : 

■ And like the baselmi rubric of thi* TJiion, 
' ITiB eloadcaptTowen, the gorgeous Palaces, 
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' The toleniD Tcroplei, the great Globe itulf, 
' Aod all wliich it inherit, shall diuolre; 
' And like thU uniubttantkl pageant faded, 
< Leave not a wrack behind ;' 

begio to have some meaning for m ? In a word, do we 
at length stand safe ia the far region of Poetic Creation 
and Falingenesui, where that Phtenix Death-Birth of 
Human Society, and of all Human Things, appears poi- 
sible, is seen to be inevitable? 

Along this moat ineufiicient, unheard-of Bridge, which 
the Editor, by Heaven's bleming, has now seen himself 
enabled to conclude, if not complete, it cannot be fait 
sober calculation, but only his fond hope, that many 
have travelled without accident. No fiim arch, over- 
spanning the Impassable with paved highway, could the 
Editor construct; only, aa was said, some zigzag series 
of rafts floating tumultuously thereon. Alas, and die 
leaps firom raft to raft were too often of a breakneck 
dtaracterj the darknea*, the nature of the elemoit, all 
was against us ! 

Nevertheless, may not here and there one of a 
thousand, provided with a discuisiveness of intellect nn 
in OUT day, have cleared the passage, in spite of all ? 
Happy few ! litile banij of Friends! be welcome, be of 
courage. By degrees, the eye grows accustomed to its 
new Whereabout; the hand can stretch itself forth to 
work there : it is in this grand and indeed highest work 
of Palingenesia that ye shall labour, each according to 
ability. New labourers will arrive; new Bridges will be 
built ; nay, may not our own poor rope-and-raft Bridge, 
in your passings and repassings, be mended in many a 
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point, till it grow qnite fttn, p m »ble era br the 
halt? 

Meanwhile, of the itummenble multitude that ■tarted 
- with ua, joyous and full of hope, where now ia the innu- 
merable lemaiuder, whom we see no 1(mger by onr aide ? 
lliemoBt have ncoiled, and aUnd gazing a&r off, in 
unaympathetic astooiahment, at our career i not a few, 
preanog forward with more cour^, have miaaed fbotii^, 
or leaped abort; and now swim welterii^ in the Chaoa- 
flood, aimie towards thia ahore, aome towaida that. To 
titete alao a helping hand ahould be held out; at leant 
•oine word of encouiBgement be said. 

Or, to apeak without metaphor, with whidi mode of 
utterance Teufelidroclch unhappily has aomewbat io- 
fiected us, — can it be hidden from the BlditorHhat many 
a Britiflh Reader a^ reading quite bewildered in head, 
and afflicted rather than instructed by the present Work? 
Yes, long ^o haa many a British Reader been, as now, 
demanding with something like a snarl : Whereto does 
all this lead ; or what use is in it? 

In the way of replenishing thy pune, or otherwise 
aiding ^y digestive faculty, British reader, it leads to 
nothing, and there is no use in it ; but rather the reverse, 
for it costs thee aomewhat Nevertheless, if thitn^h this 
unpromiein); Hom-gate, TeufelsdrDckh, and we by means 
of him, have led thee into the true Land of Dreams ; 
and through the Clothes Screen, as through a magical 
Pierre- PerUiit, tttou lookeat, even for moments, into the 
r^fion of the Wonderful, and seeat and feelest that thy 
daily life is girt with Wonder, and based on Wonder, 
and thy very blank^s and breeches are Miracles, — then 
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art thtm profited beyond mooey't wntbi and hast & 
thankfulneit towitrds our Profeuor; nayi perhaps in 
many a. UtOvy Tea-dicle, wilt opep thy kind lip«, aod 
audiUy expreai that wme. 

Nay, ftrther art not thou too perhaps by thii time 
made aware that all Symboli are properiy Clqthei ; that 
all FomtB whereby Spirit manifeatB itaelf to Senae, 
whether ontwaidly or ia the imagination, are Clotbee ; 
and thuB not only the parchment Magna Charta, which 
a Tailor waa nigh cutting into measures, bat the Pomp 
Bod Authority of Law, the aacredness of Majesty, and all 
inferior Woiships (Worth-ships) are properly a Vesture 
and Rument ; and the Thirty-nine Articles tbepiBelves . 
are articles of wearing apparel (for the Religious Idea] ? 
In which case, must it not also be admitted that this 
Science of Clothes is a high one, and may with infinitely 
deeper study on thy part yield richer fruit : that it takes 
scientific rank beside Codification, end Political Eco- 
nomy, and the Theory of the British Constitution ; nay, 
rather, from its prophetic height looks down on all these, 
as on so many weaTing-Bhopa and spinnii^-mills, where 
the Vestures which it has to fashion, and consecrate, and 
distribute, are, too often by haggard hungry operatives 
who see no fiurther than their nose, mechanically woven 
and spun ? 

But omitting ail this, much more all that concerns 
Natural Supematuralism, and indeed whatever has 
reference to the Ulterior or Transcendental Portion <rftbe 
Science, or bears nevu' so remotely on that promised 
Volume of the Palingenetie, der mensMxdien GbkIU 
schaft (Newbirdi of Society), — we humbly suggest that 
no province of Clothes-Philosophy, even the lowest, is 
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without its direct value, but that inniunerKbie infemices 
of B practicid nature may be drawn therelrom. To say 
oothing of dioee pregnant considerationB, ethical, politi- 
cal, aymbolical, which crowd on the Clothea-Philoaopher 
from the very threihold of his Science : nothing ema of 
those ' architectural ideas* which, as we hare seen, lurk 
at t}ie bottom of all Modes, and will one day, better un- 
folding themselves, lead to important revolutions, — let 
us glance for a moment, and with the faintest light of 
CIothes-FhiloEophj, on what may he caQed the Habila- 
tory Clais of our fellow-men. Hero too overlooking, 
where bo much were to be looked on, the million ipinners, 
weavers, fvllers, dyers, washers, and wringers, that paddle 
and muddle in their dark recesses, to make us Clothes, 
and die that we may live,— let us but turn the reader's 
attention upon two small divisions of mankind, who, like 
moths, may be regarded as Cloth-animals, creatures that 
live, move and have their being in Cloth : we mean. 
Dandies and Tailors. 

In regard to both which small divisions it may he 
asserted, without scruple, that the public feeding, un- 
enlightened by Philosophy, is at fault ; and even that 
the dictates of humanity are violated. As will per- 
haps abundantly appear to readers of the two following 
Chapters. 
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First, touchinK Dandies, let us consider, vith some 
scientific strictness, what a Dandy apecially is. A Dandy 
is a Clothes-wearing Man, a Man vhose trade, offic6, 
and existence consists in the wearing of Clothes. Every 
faculty of his soul, spirit, purse, and person is heroically 
consecrated to this one ohject, the wearing of Clothes 
wisely and well : ho that as others dress to live, he lives 
to diesa. The all-impoTtance of Clothes, which a Ger- 
man Professor, of unequalled learning and acumen, 
writes his enormous Volume to demonstrate, has sprung 
up in the intellect of the Dandy, without effort, like an 
instinct of genius ; he is inspired with Cloth, a Poet of 
Cloth. What Teufelsdrfickh would call a 'Divine Idea 
of Cloth' is horn with him ; and this, like other such 
Ideas, will express itself outwardly, or wring his heart 
asunder with unutterable throes. 

But, like a generous, creative enthunast, he fearlessly 
makes his Idea an Action ; shows himself, in peculiar 
guise, to mankind ; walks forth, a witness and living 
Martyr to the eternal Worth of Cbthes. We called him 
a Poet : is not his body the (stuffed) parchment- skin 
whereon he writes, with cunning Hudders&eld dyes, a 
Sonnet to ius mistress' eyebrow ? Say, rather, an Epos, 
and Clotha Firumque cono, to the whole world, in 
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Mkcaronic venea, wbicti he tliat rans may retd. Vkj, 
if you grant, vhat seemB to be admissible, that the Daody- 
ba> a Thinkmg-principle in him, and aome notiong of 
Time and Space, is there not in this life^erotedneaa to 
Cloth, in this so willing sacrifice of the ImmOTtal to the 
Perishable, something (though in teveree order) of that 
blending and idea tificattoo of Eternity with Time, whidi. 
as we have seen, constitutes the Prophetic character ? 

And now, for all this perennial Martyrdom, and PDesy, 
and even Fxophecjt what is it that the Dandy asks in 
return P Solely, we may say, that you would recognise 
his existence ; would admit him to be a living object^ or 
even faiUng this, a visual object, or thing that will reflect 
rays of light. Your silver or your gold (beyond what 
the ni^ardly Law has already secured him) he solicita 
not ; simply the glance of your eyes. Understand his 
mystic significance, or altogether miss and misinterpret 
it ; do but look at him, and he is contented. May we 
not ^ell cry shame ou an ungrateful world, that refiises 
even this poor boon ; that will waste its optic faculty on 
dried Crocodiks, and Siamese Twins ; and over the 
domestic wonderful wonder of wonders, a live Dandy, 
glance with hasty indifierence, and a scarcely concealed 
contempt ! Him no Zoolc^st classes among the Mam- 
malia, no Anatomist dissects with care : when did we 
see any injected Preparation of the Dandy, in our Mu- 
seums ; any specimen of him preserved in spirits ? Lord 
Herringbone may dress himself in a snuff-brown suit, 
with snuff-brown shitt and shoes ; it skills not ; the un- 
deceming public, occupied with grosser wants, passes by 
Regardless on the other aide. 

The age of Curiosity, like that of Chivalry, is indeed. 
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properly speaking, gone. Yet perhaps onl; gone to sleep: 
for here arisea the Clothea-Philosopby tg resuscitate, 
atraugely enough, both tha one and the other ! Should 
aound views of this Science come to prevail, the eesentiE^ 
nature of the Britiah Dandy, and the mystic significance 
that lies in him, cannot always remain hidden under 
laughable and lamentable hallucination. The following 
long Extract from Professor TeutelsdrCckh may set the 
matter, if not in its true light, yet in the way towards 
such. It b to be regretted however that, here as bo 
often elsewhere, the Piofessor'a keen philosophic per- 
spicacity is somewhat marred by a certain mixture of 
almost owlish purblindness, or else of some perverse, 
ineffectual, ironic tendency, our readera shall judge 
which : 

' In these distracted times,' writes he, * when the 

* Rehgious Principle, driven out of most Churches, either 

* lies unseen iu the hearts of good men, looking and lon^ 
.' ing and silently working there towards some new Revela- 
' tion; or else wanders faomelesa over the world, like a 
' disembodied soul seekii^ its leireHtrial organisation, — 
' into how many strai^ shapes, of Superstition and 

* Fanaticism, does it not tentatively and errantly cast 

* itself ! The higher Enthusiasm of man's nature is for 

* the while without Exponent ; yet must it ccoitinue in- 

* destructible, unweariedly active, and work blindly in 

* the great chaotic deep ; thus Sect after Sect, and Church 

* after Church, bodies itself forth, and melts again into 

* new metamorphosis. 

* Chiefly is this observable in England, which, as the 

* wealthiest and worst-inatmcted of European nations. 
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' oficn predsel; the elemeats (itf Heat oamelj, and of 
' DarkucM), in whicA auch niooii>c8lve9 bimI moustroai- 
' ties are beat generated. Among the newer Secti of that 
■ country, one of the most notable, and closely connected 
' with our present subject, is that of the Dandiet { con- 

* ceming which, what little information I have been able 
' to procure may fitly stand here. 

' It is true, certain of the EagliBh Journalists, men 
' genorally without sense for the Religious Principle, or 
' judgmeot for it« manifestations, speak, in their brief 
'enigmatiG notices, as if this were perhaps rathei a 

* Secular Sect, and not a Reli^oui one : nevertheless, to 

* the p^cboli^c eye its devotional and even sacrificial 
' character plainly enough reveals itself Whether it 
' belongs to the class of Fetieh-wonhips, or of Ueto- 
' worships or PolytheiBms, or to what other class, may 

* in the present state of our intelligence remain unde- 

* cided (tchtoetm). A certain touch of Manicheiam, 
' not indeed in the OnoBtic shape, is discernible enough : 
' also (for human Error walks in a cycle, and reappear* 

* at intervals) a not inconsiderable resemblance to that 

* Superstition of the Athos Mouki, who by fasting from 
' «tt nourishment, and loi^ng intensely for a length of 
' time into their own navels, came to discern therein the 

* tnie Apocalypse of Nature, and Heaven Unveiled. To 
' my own mrmise, it appears as if this Dandiacal Sect 

* were but a new modification, adapted to the new time, 
' of that primeval Superstition, Self- Worship i which 

* Zerdusht, Quangfoutcbee, Mohamed, and others, strove 
' rather to subordinate and reetrain than to eradicate i 
' and which only in the purer forms of Religion has 
^ been altogether rejected. Wherefore, if any one chooses 
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' to Dune it revived Abrimuiisin, or a new figure of 
' Demoa-Worehip, I have, so far si i« yet visible, no 
' objection. 

' For the reat, these people, animated witb the zeal. of 

* a new Sect, display courage and peraevenmce, and 

* what force there is in man's nature though never bo 

* enslaved. They affect great purity and Beparatism ; 
■ distinguish themselves by apeiiticular costume (whereof 
' some notices w^e given in the earlier part of thia 
' Volume) ; likewise, so far as possible, by a particular 
' speech (apparently some broken Lingua-franca, at 
' English-French) ; and, on the whole, strive to main- 
' tain a trae Nazarene deportment, and keep themselves 
' unspotted from the world. 

' They have their Temples, whereof the chief, as the 
' Jewish Temple did, stands in their metropolis ; and is 
' named Almacks, a word of uncertain etymology. They 
' worship principally by night ; and have their High- 

* priests and Higbprieatessee, who, however, do not 
' continue for life. The rites, by some supposed to be 

* of the Menodic tort, or perhaps with an Eleusinian or 

* Cabiric character, are held strictly secret. Nor are 
' Sacred Books wanting to the Sect ; these they call 
' Fashionable Novels : however, the Canon is not com- 
' pleted, and some are canonical and others not. 

' Of such Sacred Books' I, not without expense, pro- 
' cured myseLf some samples ; and in hope of true in- 
' sight, and with the zeal which beseems an Inquirer 
' into Clothes, set to interpret and study them. But 
^ wholly to no purpose : that tough faculty of reading, 
' ibr which the world will not refiise me credit, was here 
' for the first time foiled and aet at nought In vain 
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* that I Bummoned mj whole enemies (nuc/i weidUck 
' antlrengte), and did my very utmoBt ; at the end of 

* Bome short space, I wag unifonnly seized with not bo 

* much what I can call a drumming in my ears, bb a kind 

* of infinite, unsuSerabte Jew's 'harping and scrannel- 
' piping there ; to which the frightfulleBt apecies of 

* Magnetic Sleep soon supervened. And if I stroTC to 
' shake this away, and ahaolutely would not yield) cl^e 

* a hitherto unfelt sensation, as of Delirium Tremens, 
' and a melting into total deliquium ; till at last, by 
' order of the Doctor, dreading ruin to my whole intel- 

* lectual and bodily faculties, and a general breaking-up 

* of the constitution, I reluctantly but determinedly 
' forebore. Was there some miracle at work here ; 
' like those Fire-balls, and supernal and infernal pro- 
' digies, that, in the caae of the Jewish Myaterica, have 
' also more than once scared back the Alien ? Be thia 
' as it may, such failure on my part, after best efforts, 

* must excuse the imperfection of this sketch ; altogether 

* incomplete, yet the completest' I eould give of a Sect 
■' too singular to be omitted. 

* Loving my own life and senses as T do, no power 
' shall induce me, as a private individual, to open ano- 
' ther Fashionable Novel. But luckily, in this dilemma, 
' cornea a hand from the clouds ; whereby if not victory, 

* deliverance is held out to me. Round one of thoae 

* Book-packages, which the Slillscltweigen'sche Buch- 
' handluvg ie in the habit of importing from England, 

* come, as is usual, various waste printed- sheets (ma- 
' calatuT-blUtler), by way of interior wrappage ; into 

* these the Clothes-Philosopher," with a certain Mo- 

* hamedan reverence even for waste paper, where cuhouB 
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knowledge vill aometiines hover, disdains not to ctwt 
hii eye. Readers may judge of his BBtoDishmeat when 
on such a de&ced stray sheet, probably the outcaat 
fractioQ of some English Periodical, such u they name 
Magatine, appears something like a Dissertation on 
this very subject of Fashionable Novels ! It sets out, 
indeed, chiefly from the Seculsr poiat of view ; direct- 
ii^ itself, not without asperity, against some to me un- 
known individual, named Pe2Aam, who seems to be a 
mystagogue, and leading Teacher and Preacher of the 
Sect ; so that, what indeed otherwise w^ not to be ex- 
pected in such a fugitive fragmentaiy sheet, the true 
secretf the Religious physit^omy and physiology of 
the Dsndiaca] Body, is nowise laid fully open there. 
Nevertheless, scattered lights do &om time to dme 
sparkle out, whereby I have endeavoiired to profit. 
Nay, in one passage selected from the Prophecies, or 
Mythic Theogonies, or whatever they are (for the style 
seems very miied) of this Mystagogue, I find what ap- 
pears to be a Confession of Faith, or Whole Duty of 
Man, according to the tenets of that Sect. Which Con- 
fession, or Whole Duty, therefore, as proceeding firom 
a source so authentic, I shall here arrange under Seven 
distinct Articles, and in very sbridged shape, lay he- 
fore the German worlds therewith talcing leave of this 
matter. Observe, also, that to avoid possibility of 
erior, ], as far as may be, quote literally from the 
Original : 

* AKTICLBS OF FAITH. 

"1 . Coats should have nothing of the triangle about 
themi at the same time, wrinkles behind should be 
carefully avoided. 
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** 2. The collar is & very' impottftnt point ; it should 

* be low behind, and tightly rolled. 

** 3. No licence of bsluon c»n allow a man of delicmte 

* tfi«te to adopt the poeterial luxuriance of a Hottentot. 

** 4. There is uffety in a swalbw-tail. 

" 5. The good lenM of a gentleman is novhcre more 

* finely developed than in his rings. 

" 6. It is pennitted to manlond, under certain restric- 
' lions, to wear white waistcoats. 

" 1. The troweeiB must be exceedingly tight acroBs 

* the hips." . 

* All which Propositions I, far the present, content 
' myself widi modestly but peremptorily end irrevocably 
' denyii^. 

' In strange contrast with this Dandiacal Bod; stands 

* another British Sect, originally, as I underatand, of 

* Ireland, where its chief seat still ie; but known also in 
' the main Island, and indeed cYery whererapidly ipread- 
' ing. As this Sect has hitherto emitted no Ganonteal 
' Books, it remmns to me iu the same state of obscurity 
' aa the Dandiacal, which has published Books dnt the 

* unastisted human foculties are inadequate to read. 
' The members appear to be designated fay a connderable 
' diversity of names, according to their various places of 
' establishment : in England they are generally called 

* tJie Drudge Sect; also, unphilosophically enough, the 

* While Negroes; and, chiefly in scorn by those of 
' other communions, the Ragged-Beggar Sect. In 
' Scodand, ^lain, I find them entitled Hallandiakev*,ta 
' the Slook-of-Dads Sect ; any individual communicant 
' ia named Stooh-of-Drids (that is. Shock of Il&gs), in 
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* sUuuon, doubtless, to ibtax proftssiooal Ooatume. 

* While in Iieland, whicbi ae meiuioaed, ia tlieir grand 
' parent hivB, th^ ffo by » penjdexing multiplicity of 
' t i i »ig DatiQas , such as Bogtr<4itrt, Reifhanht, EtUxm- 
' mm, CoUiert, Peep-of-daa/ Boy*, Babea of the Wood, 
' Rociitet, PoaT-Slaves ; vhidi kst, however, eeema to 

* be the primuy aad geoeric name; whereto, probably 

* enough, the othen are only Bubsidiary species, or eligbt 
' varieties ; or, at most, prc^gatod oSsets from the 
' parent stem, whose minute subdiviuons, and shades 
' of difference, it were here lose of lame to dwell on. 

* Enough for w to understand, what seems indubitable, 
' thai the original Sect is that of tbe PW)r-Sfavea ; 
' whose doctones, practices, and fundunental character- 
' istics, pervade and animate the whole Body, howsoever 
' denominated or outwardly diversified. 

' Tbe precise speculatiye tenets of this Sro&enhood : 
' how the Universe, and MiSn, and Mian's JLiife, jpicture 
' ihemselveB to tbe mind of an Irish Foor-Slaye; wiUi 
' what feelii^ and opiaions be looks forwud on tbe 
' Future, r«uBd on the Fresent, bade oa Ibe Past, it ^wre 
'extremely difficult to spedfy.. Something Miunastic 
' ^re B{^)es*B iliobe in their Constitutimi : we find tbem 

* h«und by the -two Monastic Vows, of Poverty and 

* Ohedievce ; whicji Vows, especially the former, it is 
' awd, Shqf observe with grtwt strictneBi ; nay, as I bare 
' uoderatood it, they Are jdedged, aod he it by any so- 
' Lemn XwaieBe ordinstioo or not, irrevocably enough 
' oeoaecmted thereto, even before birth. That the third 
' Monaalje Vow, vf Chwtity, is idgidly enforced among 
' them, I find ao ground to coujeeturc. 

' Fwthermore, they appear to imitate iht Dandiacal 
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' Coatume. Of which Irigh Poor-Slave Costame qo 
' description -will indeed he found in the present Volume ; 
' for this TCMon, that by the imperfect organ of Lan- 
' gu^ it did not aeem deacribable. Their raiment 
< conaiets of innomeiable ekirlB, lappets, and irregular 
' wings, of all clothe and of aH colours ; through the 
' lab^rinthic intricacies of which their bodies are in- 

* troduced by some unknown process. It is bstened 
' tt^ther by a multiplex combination of buttons, thrums, 
' and skewers; to which frequently is added a girdle of 
' leather, of hempen or even of straw rope, round the 
' loins. To Btra-w rope, indeed, they seem partial, and 
' often wear it by way of sandals. In head-dress they 
' affect a certain freedom : hats with partial brim, with- 
' out crown, or with only a loose, hinged, or valve crown ; 
' in the former case, they sometimes invert the hat, and 
' wear it brim uppermost, like a University -cap, with 

* what view is unknown. 

* The name, Poor-Slaves, seems to indicate a Slavonic, 
' Polish, OT Rassian origin : not so, however, the in- 
' tenor essence and spirit of their Superstition, which 
' rather displays a Teutonic or Druidical character. One 

* might fancy them worshippers of Hertha, or the Earth : 

* for they dig and affectionately work continually in her 

* bosom ; or else, shut up in private Oratories, meditate 
' and manipulate the substances derived from her ; seT- 
' dom looking up towards the Heavenly Luminaries, and 

* then with comparative indifference. Like the Druids, 
' on the other hand, they live in dark dwellings; often 

* even breaking their glaas-windows, wliere they find 
' such, and stuffing them up with pieces of raiment, or 
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' other opaque substances, till the fitobscurity is restored. 
' Aguu, like all followers of Nature- Worship, they are 
' liable to out-breakings of an enthusiasm rising to fe- 
' rocity; and bum men, if not in wicker idols, yet in 
' sod cottages. 

' In respect of diet, they have also their observances. 
' All Poor-Slaves are Rhizophagous (or Root-eaters) ; a 
' few are Ichthyophagous, and use Salted Herrings : 

* other animal food they abstain from ; except indeed, 
' with perh^w some strange inverted fragment of a 

* Brahminical feeling, such animaU as die a natural 

* death. Theit univenal sustenance is the root named 
•Potato, cooked by fire alone; and generally without 
' condiment or relish of anykind, save an unknown con- 

* diment named Point, into the meaning of which I have' 
' vainly inquired ; the victual Patatoes-and-Point not 

* appearing, at least not with specilic accuracy of descnp-' 

* tiou, in any European Cotjcery-Book whatever. For 
' 4rink they use, with sn almost epigremmatic covnter- 

* poise of taste, Milk, which is the mildest of liqu<H*, 
' and Potheen, which is the fiercest. This latter I have 

* tasted, as well as the English Blue-Ruin, and the 

* Scotch Whuky, anali^us fluids used by the Sect in 

* those countries : it evidently contains some iona of 
' alcphol, in the highest state of concentration, though 

* disguised with acrid oils ; and is, on the whole, the 
•most pungent substance known to me, — indeed, a per- 

* lect liquid fire. In all their Religious Solemnities. 
' Potheen is said to be an indispeneable requisite, and 

* largely consumed. 

* An Irish Traveller, of perhaps cominon veracity, who 
'.{iresenU himself under the to me unineauing title of 
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' The late John Bernard, offers the following sketcli of a 
' domestic eatabliahment, the inraateB wbereof, tlwugh 

* Mich i* not Bl&ted expressly, appear to have been of 

* that Faith. Theiehjr shall my German readers now 
' behold an Irish Poor-SlsTe, as it were with their own 
' ejes ; and even see bim at meat. tlLonmct, in the so 
' precious wute-paper sheet, abate mentioned, I have 
' found some cofrespondrng picture of a Dnndiacal 
' Hoiisehold,pBintedbjrthat BameDandiacalHystagogne, 
' or Thec^onist : this also, by way of counterpart and 

' ' contrast, the world shall look into. 

* First, therefore, of tbe Poor-Si4*e, who appears like- 
' wise to have been a apedes of Innkeeper. I quote 
' from the original : " The furniture of this Caravansera 
' consisted of a large iron Pot, two oaken Tables, two 
' Bencbes, two Chaira, and a Potheen Naggin. There 
' was a Loft above (attainable by a ladder), upon which 

* the inmates slept ; and tbe space below was divided by 
' a hurdle into two Apartments ; the one for their cow 

' and pig, the other for themtelvei and gtierte. On . 
' entering the bouse we discovered the family, elereu in 
' number, at dinner : tbe father Bitting at the tap, Hbm 
' mother at bottom, the (diildrcn on each side of a large 
' oaken Board which was acooped oat in the middle, 
' like a Trough, to receive the contents of their Pot of 
' Potatoes. Little holes were cut at eijnal distances to 
' contain Salt ; and a bowl of Milk stood on the table : 

* all the luxuries of meat and beer, bread, knives, and 
' dishes were dispensed with," The Poor Slave himself 
' our Traveller found, as he says, broad-backed, black- 
' browed, of great personal strength, and mouth from ear 
'to ear. His Wifewuasun-biowned tadwdl'featured 
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' woman ; uid his joang oaes, bare ind chubbj', h&d 
' the ftppetite of raTcna. Of their Philoaophic&I, or Re- 
' ligtoiu tenotB OT obserrancei, na notice or hint. 

' But now, secondly, of Hie Dandiacal Household ; in 
' which, truly, thftt oSeiMnentioned Myetagogue and 
' iaapired Peamui himself has his abode : " A Dresting- 
' room splendidly furnished ; violet-coloured curtains, 
' chairs and ottomone of the same hue. Two ^ll-length 
' Mirrors are placed, one on each side of a table, which 
' wppoTti the luxuries of the Toilet. Several Bottles of 
' Perfumes, arranged in a peculiar fashion, stand upon. 
' a smaller table of mother-of-pearl : opposite to these 

* are placed the appurtenances of Lavation richly wrought 
' in frosted silver. A Wardrobe of Buhl is on the left; 
' the doors of which being partly open discover a pro- 
' fusion of Clothes ; Shoes of a singularly small sise 

* monopolise the lower Bhelves. Fronting the wsrdrobe 
' a door ajar gives some slight glimpse of a Bath-room. 
' Folding-doors in the back-ground. — Enter the Author," 

* our Theogonist in person, " oheequiously preceded by 
' a French Valet, in white silk Jacket and cambric 

* Apron." 

' Such are the two Sects which, at this moment, 
' divide the more unsettled portion of the B rit ish People ; 
' and agitate that ever-vexed country. To the eye of 
' the political Seer, their mutual relation, pregnant with 
' the elements of discord and hostility, is far trom con- 
' soling. These two principles of Dandiacal Self-wor- 
' ship or Demon-worihip, and Poor-Slavieh or Dnidgieal 
' Eaith-worsbip, or whatever that same Onidgism may 

* be, do a* yet indeed manifest themaelves under distant 
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' and novise coneiilersble ehapei : nererlhelesB, in their 
' nwta and Bnbterranettn raniific&tiouB, tbejr extend 
' through the entire Btructure of Society, and woik un- 
' weariedly in the secret depths of English national 
' Existence ; striving to sepu^te and isolste it into two 
' contradictory, uncommunicating masses. 

' In aumbers, and even individual strength, the Poor- 
' Slaves or Drudges, it would seem, are hourly increasing. 
< The Dandiacal, again, is by nature no proselytising 
' Sect ; but it boasts of great- hereditary resources, and 
' is strong by union : whereas the Drudges, split into 
' parties, have as yet no rally iag-point ; or at best, only 
' co-operate by means of partial secret aSliationa. If, 
' indeed, there were to arise a Commwdon of Drudges, 
' as there is already a Communion of Saints, what 

* strangest efiects would follow therefrom ! Dandyism 
' as yet aSecta to look down on Drudgism : but perhaps 
' the hour of trial, when it will be practically seen which 
' ought to look down, and which up, is not so distant. 

' To me it seems probable that the two Sects will one 

* day part England between them i each recruiting itself 
' from the intermediate ranks, till there be none left to 
' enlist on either side. Those Dandiacal Manicheans, 
' with the host of Dandyising Christians, will form one 

' ' body : the Drudges, gathering round them whosoever 
' is Drudgical, be he Christian or Infidel Pagan; sweeps 
' ing up likewise all manner of Utilitarians, Hadicals, 
' refractory Fotwallopers, and so forth, into their general 
' mass, will form another. I conld liken Dandyism and 
' Drudgism to two bottomless boiling Whirlpools that 

* had broken out on opposite quarters of the firm land : 
' as yet they appear only disquieted, foolishly bubbling 
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' wells, vhich man's art might cover is ; yet mark them, 

* their diameter ia daily widening ; they are ' hollow 
■ Cones that boil up from the infinite Deep, orer whicb 
' your firm land is but a thin crust or rind ! Tlius daily 

* is the intennediate hnd crumbling in, daily the empire 
' of the two Bach an -Bui I ers extending ; till now there is 

* but a Ibot-plank, a mere film of Laud between them ; 

* this too ia washed away ; and then — we have the true 
' Hell of Waten, and Noah's Deluge iB outdeluged ! 

' Or better, I might call them two boundless, and 
' indeed unexampled Electric Machines (turned by the 

* " Machinery of Society"), with batteries of opposite 
' quality ; Drudpsm the Negative, Dandyism the Posi- 
'tive: one attracts' hourly towards it and appropriated 
' all the Positive Electricity of the nation (namely, the 

* Money thereof) ; the other is equally busy with the 
' Negative (that is to aay the Hunger), which is equally 
' potent. Hitherto you 6ee only partial transient 
' sparkles and sputters : but wait a little, till the entire 
' nation is in an electric state ; rill your whole vital 
' Electricity, no longer healthfully Neutral, is cut into 
' two isolated portions of Positive and Negative (of 
' Money and of Hunger) ; and standi there bottled up 
' in two World Batteries ! The stirring of a child's 
' finger hringa the two together ; and then — What then ? 

* The Earth ia but shivered into impalpable smoke by 
' that Doom's-thundejpeal ; the Sun misses one of his 
' Planets in Space, and thenceforth there are no eclipEes 
' of the Moon. — Or better still, I might liken' 

Oh! enough, enough of likeoings and similitucieB ; in 
ezeesB of which, truly, it is hard to say whether Teufele- 
drockh or ouTselves sin the more. ' 



uGoog[c 



296 lAKTOft KMAKTUI. 

We have often bimmed him for & habit of wir&-df&W- 
ing and oTeT'TeBning ; from of old we have been familiAr 
with hifl tendency to M^adcinn and BcUgioiity, whereby 
in every thing he wag still acenting out Religion : bat 
never perhaps did these amuuoris suffusions so cloud 
and distort hb otherwise most pierctog vidoD, as in tlu« 
of the Dandiacal Body ! Or was there aomething of 
intended aatire ; is the I^ofessor and Seer not quite the 
blinkard he afihcts to be P Of an ordinary mortal we 
■bould have decisively answered in the affiimative ; but 
with a TeuieladiOdch there ever hovera some shade of 
doubt. In tbe mesnwhile, if satire were actually in- 
tended, the case is little better. There are not wanting 
men who will answer : Doee your Profcsew take us for 
BHnpletODs P Hi* irony has overshot itself ; we see 
throi^h it, and perhaps through him. 
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Thbi, however, hu oui first Practical InfenDoe Irom 
tbe Clothes-Fhilowpfaj, that wtuch reipects Dandies, 
been nfficieiitly drawn ; and we come now to tbe sesmd, 
concemmg TaUom. On this latter our opinion happily 
quite coincide* witii that of TeufelBdrOckh himieif, u 
expresaed in the concluding page of bii Volume ; to 
whom therelbre we viUingly give place. Let him epealc 
hia own last words, in hia own way : 

' Upwards of a century,' says he. ' nniit elapae, and 
■ BttU the bleeding fight of Freedom be fought, whoao is 
' noblest perishing in the Tan, and thrones he burled on 
' altars like Pelion on Osaa, and the Moloch of loiquity 
' haTe his victims, and the Michael of Justice hii mor- 
' tyre, before Tailors can be admitted tq thair true pre- 
' K^tiTes of manhood, and this last wound of suSering 
' Humanity be closed. 

' If Bught in the history of tbe world's hlindness 
' could surprise us, here might we indeed pause snd 
< wonder. An idea has goue abrosd, and fixed itaelf 
' down into a wide-spreodii^ rooted error, that Taitora 
'are a distinct species in Physiology, not Men, but 
' iractioual Parts of a Man, Call any we a Schiteitler 
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' (Cutter, Taibr), is it not, in our dulocated, hood- 
' \riaked, and indeed deliriouB condition of Society, equi- 
' valent to defying his perpetual fellest enmity ? The 
' epithet Sckneidermassig (TuloTlike) betokena an othcr- 
' wi»e unappivachable degree of pusillanimity : we in- 
' troduce a Tailor' i-Melancholy, more opprobrious dian 
' any Lepiosy, into our Books of Medicine ; and lable 
' I know not vrhat of his generatii^ it by living on 
' Cabbage. Why should I apeak of Hans Saohs (hin- 
' self a Shoemaker, or kind of Leather Tailor), with hia 
' Schneider mi dem Pamer J Why of ShakoBpeare, is 
' bis Tami-ag of the Shrew, and elaevhere ? Does it 
' Dot stand on record that the Engtiah Queen Elizabeth, 
' receiving a deputation of Eighteen Tailors, addtciaed 
' them with a " Good morning, gen^emcn both '." Did 
< not the same virago boast that she had a Cavalry Regi- 
* ment, whereof neither horse nor man could be injured : 
' her Regiment, namely,, of Tailors on Mares ? Thus 
' everywhere is the falsehood taken for granted, and 
' acted on as an indisputable &ct. 

' Nevertheless, need I put the question to any f hy- 
' siologist. Whether it is disputable or not? Seems it 
' not at least presumable, that, under his Clothes, the 
' Tailor has bones, and viscera, and other musdes Aan 
' the sartorius ? Which function of manhood is thd 
' Tailor not conjectured to perfami ? Can be not arr&st 
' for Debt ? Is he not in most countries a tax-paying 
' animal ? 

' * To no reader of this Volume can it be doubtfbl 
.' which conviction is mine. Nay, if the fruit of Iheee 
' long vigils^ and almost preternatural Inquiries is not 
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' to perab utterly, tht world will hKve approximated 
' towards a h^ier Truth ; and the doctrine, which 
' Swift, with the keen fbreoaat of geniui, dimly antlci- 
' pated, will Btand revealed in clear light : that ^ 

* Tailor is not only a Man, but something of a Creator 

* or Divinity. Of Franklin it waa aaid, that " be 

* Boatched the Thunder from Heaven and the Sceptre 
' from Kings :" but which is greater, I would ask, he 
' that lends, or he that aaatches ? For, looking away 
' fi^nn individual cases, and how a Man is hy the Tailor 
' new created into a Nobleman, and clothed not only 

. ' with Wool but vith Dignity and a Mystic Dominion, 
' — is not the fair fabric of Society itself, with all its 

* royal mantles and pontifical stoles, whereby, Irom 

* nakedness and dismemberment, we are organised into 
' Polities, into Nations, and a whole co-operating Man- 
< kind, the creation, as has hne been often irrefrsgably 
' evinced, of the Tailor alone ? — What too are all Poets, 
' md moral Teachers, but a apedea of Metaphorical 
' IUIdts ? Touching which high Guild the greatest 

* living Guild-Bnither has triumphantly asked us : 

* " Nay, if thou wilt have it, who hut the Poet first 
■ made Gods for men ; brought them down to us ; and 
' raised na up to them ?" 

■ And this ia he, whom sitting downcast, on the hard 

* baais of his Sbopboard, the world treats with contumely, 
' as the ninth part of a man ! Look up, thou much in- 
' juied one, look up with the kindling eye of hope, 'and 
' prophetic bodinga of a noble better time. Too long 
' liast thou sat there, on crossed lege, wearing thy ancle- 

* jointa to bom ; like some sacred Anchorite, or Catholic 
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* Fakir, doiif poDRDce, dnwing dmra UetTOn'fl richeit 

* Uewii^B, for k world dwt acafied at thee. Be of h^>e ! 
' AJjeady Btreaks of blue peer through oar douda ; the 
' thick gloom of Ignorance ia roUing mnder, and it wilf 
' be Day. Mankind will repay with iotereat their long- 

■ accumulated debt : the Anchorite that vru wx^bd at 
' will be woithipped; the Fraction will become not an 

* Integer only, but a Square and Cube. With astonish- 

* ment the world will recognise that the Tailor ia its 
' Hierophant, and Hierarch, or even its God. 

' Ab I atood in the Moaque of St. Sophia, and looked 
' upon theae Four-and-Tweoty Tailora, aeving and em- 

* brmdering that rich Cloth, which the Sultan aenda 
' yearly for the Caaba of Mecca, I thought within myaelf : 
' How many other Unholiea has your covering Art made 
' holy, besidea thia Arabian Whinatone 1 

' Stilt more tonching waa it when, tumiDg the comer 
' of a lane, in the Sctittiah Town of Edinbui^h, I came 

* upon a Signpost, whereon atood written that such and 

■ auch a one waa *' Breechea-Maker to hia Majesty ;" and 

* atood painted the Effigies of a Pair of Leather Breeches, 
' and between the kneea these memoTable woida, Sk 
' iTUR AD ASTBA. Waa not thia the martyr priaon- 

* speech of a Tailor a^hbg indeed in bouda, yet aighing 
' towards deliverance ; and prophetically appealing to a 
'better day? A day of justice, when the worth of 
' fireecfaee would be revealtd to man, and the Sdaaora 
' become for ever venerable. 

' Neither, perhaps, may I now aay, has hia appeal 
been altogether in vain. It waa in thia high moment, 
' when the soul, rent, as it were, and ehed asunder, ia 
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* opeD to impiriDg influence, that I first conceived tbie 

* Woric OD Clothee ; the greatest 1 can ever hope to do ; 
' vhich h&B already, ^tei long retardatiout, occupied, 
' and will yet occupy, so large a section of my I^fe; and 
' of which the Primary and simpler Portion mny here 
' find its conclusion.' 
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CHAPTER XII. 



FAR BW ELI,. 



So ha^e we endeavoured, frbm the enonnouB, amorphous 
Plumpudding, more like b. Scottish Ha^s, which Here 
Tenfelsdrdclch had kneaded for his fellow mortals, to 
pick out the choicest Plums, and present them separately 
on s cover of out own. A laborious, perhaps a thank- 
less enteiprise ; in which, however, something of hope 
has occasionalty cheered us, and of which we can now 
wssh our hands not alt4^thei without s^Lsfsction. If' 
hereby, though in bsrbsric wise, some morsel of spiritual 
nourishment have been added to the scanty ration of our 
beloved British world, what noblei recompense could the 
Editor desire? If it prove otherwise, why should he 
munnur ? Was uot this a Task which Destiny, in any 
case, had appointed him ; which having now done with, 
he sees bis general Day's-work so much the lighter, so 
mudt the shorter 7 

Of Profeffior Teufelsdriickh it seems impossible to 
take leave without a mingled feeling of astonishment, 
gratitude and disapproval. Who will not regret that 
talents, which might have profited in the higher walks 
of Philosophy, or in Art itself, have been so much de- 
voted to a rummaging among lumber-rooms ; nay, too 
often to a scraping in kennels, where lost rings and 
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di&mond-uecklaceB are nowise the sole conqueats? Re- 
gret is uQEiToidable ; yet censure were lews of time. To 
cure him of his mad humours British. Criticism would 
essay in vain : esough for her if she can, by vigilance, 
prevent the spreading of such among ourselves. What 
a result, should this piebald, entangled, hyper-meta- 
phorical style of writing, not to say of thinldug, become 
general among our Literary men ! As it might so easily 
do. Thus has not the Editor himself, working over 
Teufelsdruckh'a German, lost much of his own English 
purity 7 Even ai the smaller whiilpool is sucked into « 
the lai^er, and made to whirl along with it, so must the 
lesser mind, in this instance, become portion of the 
greater, and, like it, see all things figuratively : which 
habit time and assiduous eSoit will be needed to 
eradicate. 

Nevertheless, wayward as our Professor shows him- 
self, is there any reader that can part with him in de- 
clared etunity ? Let us confess, there is that in the wild, 
much-suffering, much-inflicting man, which almost at- 
taches OB. His attitude, we will hope and believe, is 
that of a man who had said to Cent, Begone; and to 
Dilrttaatism, Here thou canst not be; and to Truth, Be 
thou in place of all .to me; a man who had manfully defied 
the ' Time-Prince,* or Devil, to his face ; nay, perhaps, , 
Hannibal-like, was mysteriously consecrated &om birth 
to that warfare, and now stood minded to wage the 
same, by all weapons, in all places, at all times. In 
such a cause, any soldier, were he but a Polack Scythe- 
man, shall be welcome. 

Still the question returns on ut : How could a man 
occasionally of keen insighl, not without keen eense of 
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propriety, who hkd ml Thonghti to communieate, resolve 
to emit them m » afaapc botdmi^ to obMly od tl» 
abmnl ? Which qnestioD be were wiiei Hob the preaftnt 
Editor who eboald utbfactorily uiswer. Onr coajecMre 
haa Boiaetiniea been that perhaps Necoaity aa well ae 
Choice VBs concerned in it. Seemt it oot caoceivahle 
that, in a life like onr Ppofewer'a, where ao much 
bountiiiiUf given by Nature had in Practice iiHled and 
miBgi»e, Literature alao would never rightly proaper : 
Uiat atriving with his cbaracteriatic vehemence to paint 
thia and the other Picture, and ever without saccea«, he 
at laat desperately dashea hia aponge, full of all coloun, 
against the canvass, to tijr whether it will paint Foam F 
With dt his etillnesa, there were peifaapa in Teufelv- 
drOckh desperation enoi^h for thia. 

A second conjecture we hazard with even leaa wai> 
luity. It is that Teu£eladrSckh is not without aonie 
tmich of the univeraal feeling, a wish to proselytise. 
How often already have we paused, unceitam wbcttm 
the baHs of this so en^matic natuie were really Stoiciam 
and Despair, or Ijove aad Hope only Beared into the 
figure of these I Remarkable, moreover, is this saying 
of his : ' How were Friendship posnble ? In mutual 
devotednese to the Good and True : otherwise impos' 
aible ; except as Armed Neutrality, or hollow CammcF- 
cia^ League. A man, be the Heavens ent praised, is 
suffident for himself ; yet were ten men, united in Love, 
capaUe of being and of doing what ten thousand singly 
would fail in. Infinite is the help msn can yield to 
mau.' And now in conjunction therewith consider this 
other : ' It is the Night of the World, and still long till 
' it be Day : we wander tunid the gUnunei of smoking 
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' ndm, Bi)d the Sun and the Btns tt H«iT«n ne an 

* blotted oat for a Beawm ^andtwoimmeaaimUeFaaanaB, 

* Ht?oc&ist and Atbbibm, witli tiie Ocnrle, Sknso- 
' «iJTT, atalk abraad orer the Earth, and call it theirs : 
' veil at ease are the SleepczB far whom fiiittcnce iB a 
' Bhallow Dream.' 

But what of the awe«tnick Wakeful who find it a 
RcaHty ? Should not these nnite ; lince etea an authentic 
Spectre is not visible to Two ? — In «hich ca*e were thiB 
enormous (3athes-V(^ume properly an enonnouB Pitch- 
pan, which aai Teitfd«diGckh in bia lone watchtower 
had kindled, that it might flame far and wide through 
the Night, and many s diaconsoUtely wandering apirit 
be guided thi&er to a Brother'a bosom! — We say as 
hefbre, with all his malign Indifference, who knows 
what mad Hopes t^ man may harbonr ? 

Meanwhile there is one feet to be stated here, whieh 
hannoniaes ill with anch conjecture ; and, indeed, were 
TenfeladrOdch made fike other men, might as good as 
ahogether flabrert ic Namely, that while the Beacon- 
fire blazed ite brightest, the Watchman had quitted it ; 
that no pi^m could now aak him : Watchman, what of 
the Night? ProfesBor TenfielsdrOckh, be it known, ia 
no longer Tisibly pieMot at Weisanichtm), but again to 
all appearance lost in Space ! Some time ago, die 
Htrfrath Hemchrecke was pleased to favour ua with an- 
other copious Epkde ; wherein much is aaid abont the 
' Population 'Institute {' much repeated in praise of the 
Paperfaag Documenta, the hieroglyphic nature of which 
our Hofrath atill aeeroe not to have surmised ; and, 
lastly, the s^ngest occurrence communicated, to us for 
the first time, in the following paragraph : 
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' Ev). WdUffebokren will have seen, from tte public 
' Printa, with what Bfiectionste and hitherto fruitlees 

* Bolicitiide WeiHnichtwv regards the disappearaiice of 
' her Sage. Might but the united voice of Oerinany 
' prevail on him to letura ; nay, could we but ho much 

* OS elucidate for ouneWes hy what myatery he went 
' away ! But, alaa, old Leiachen experiences or afiecta 
' the pTofoundeat deafneea, the profoundeat ignorance : in 

* the Wahngasae all tiea swept, silent, aealed up ; the 
' Privy Council itaelf can hitherto elicit no anawer. 

' It had been remarked that while the agitating uewa 

* of thoae Pariaian l^ree Daya flew from mouth to 
' mouth, and dinned very ear in Weiaanichtwo, flerr 
' TeuEeladrCckh was not known, at the Game or else- 
' where, to have apokeo, for a whole week, any syllable 
' except once these three ; Es geht an (It la beginning). 

* Shortly after, as Ew, Woklgebohren knows, was the 
' public tranquillity here, aa iu Berlin, threatened by a 

* Sedition of the Tulora. Nor did there want Evil- 
' wishers, or pcrbapa mere desperate Alarmists, who 
' asserted that the closing Chapter of the Clothes- Volume 
' WM to blame. In this appalling crisis, the serenity of 
' onr Philosopher was indescribable: nay, perha^, 

* through one humble individual, aomething thereof 
' might pass into the Rath (Council) itaelf, and so con- 

* tribute to the country'a deliverance. The Tailors are 
' now entirely pacificated. — ^To neither of these two inci- 
' denta con I attribute our loas : yet still comes there the 
' shadow of a auspidon out of Paris and its Politics. 
' For example, when the Saint-Simonian Society trans- 
' mitted its Propositions hither, and the whole Gansi 

' was one vast cackle of laughter, lamentation, and aati>: - 
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* Duliinent, our Sage gat mute ; and at the end of the 
' third evening, said merely : " Here also aie men who 
' have discovered, aot without amasement, that Man ia 

* Btill Man ; of which higli, long-foi^otlen Truth yoa 
' already see them make a falie application." %Bce 

* then, as has been ascertained by esaminBtion of tite 
' Post- Director, there passed at least one Letter with its 
' Ansvrer betweeu the Messieurs Bazaid-Enfantiii and 
' our PiofesBOT hImBelf ; of what tenor can now only be 
' conjectured. Ou the fifth night following, be was seen 
' for the la«t time 1 

* Has this invaluable man, so obnoxious to most of 
' the hostile Sects that couvulee our Era, heeu sjarited 
' away by certain of their emissaries : or did he go forth 
' voluntarily to their head-quarters to confer with them, 

* and confront them ? Reaaonwe have, atleastof anega- 
' tive sort, to believe the Lost still living : our widowed 

* heart also whispers that ere long he will bimadf 
' give a sign. Otbemise, indeed, must bis archives, one 
' day, be opened by Authority i where much, perhaps 
' the Palijtgenesie itself, is thought to be reposited.' 

Thus far the Hoirath ; who vanishes, as is his wont, 
too like an Ignis Fatuus, leaving the dark still darker. 

So that TeufelsdriJckh's public History were not done, 
then, or reduced to an even, unromantic tetufi ; nay, per- 
haps, the better part thereof were only beginning? We 
stand in a region of conjectures, where substance has 
melted into shadow, and one cannot be disiinguished 
from the other. May Time, nhich solves or suppresses . 
all problems, throw glad bght ou this also. Our own 
private conjecture, now amounting almost to certainty, is 
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tlukt, lafe-moored in Mime stillest obscuiitj, not to lie 
■Iwaya «dU, Tenfeladr&ckh ia actually in I^mdon ! 

Here, however, wa the present Editor, vith on 
mmbrounl joy as of OTCT-veariness £dlii^ into sleep, lay 
down bia pen. Well does he know, if human totimony 
be woTth aught, that to innumerable British readers 
lilieiriae, thb is a satisfying consummation ; that utnu- 
merafale British readers consider him, during these cur- 
rent moatfaa, hut aa an naeasy inteirmption to thev 
mys of thon^t and digesticEi, nst without a certain 
irritancy and even spoken invective/ For irhich, as for 
other nerciea, ou{^ he not to tiiank the Upfier Powers ? 
To one and all of you, O irritated readeiia, he, wilh out- 
stretdied aiaa and apta heart, will wave a land farewell. 
Thon too, nutsculouB Endty, that namest thysdf Yobke 
and OuTEn, and with thy vivacilies and genialities, 
widi thy ail-too Irish mirth and madness, and odour of 
palled punch, makest such strange wok, farewell ; long 
as thon canst, fare-u«/^ / Have we not, in the OQurse 
of Eternity, travelled sonie months of our Life-journey in 
partial s^ht of one another ; have we n«t li^ed together, 
though in a state of quarrel ? 



Londoa: Priaudb; W. CLoni ud Son, Stamllnd^tmt 



.3i.z.iiuGoog[c 



uGoog[c 



i„Goog[c 



uGoog[c 



L)3l.z.lll™G00g[C 



uGoog[c 



